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ABOUT GLOMAG 


GloMag is the coming together of writers in their diverse 
manifestations, thoughts, and expressions, and the visual 
interpretation of these. Sometimes the original thought of the 
writer gets completely lost in the interpretations. Visual aids 
help us to decipher the writer's intentions, and at the same 
time, enhance the reading experience. Perhaps you are sitting 
in solitude beneath a bough, besides a lake, and you turn the 
pages. The thoughts capture you, time stands still, and you 
become engrossed, oblivious to anything but these beautiful 
writings, expressions, and pictures. Your soul dances in ecstasy, 
participates in a cosmic experience, it sways and chants. 
Somewhere someone is telling you about duality, someone 
tells you about a forlorn house without music, someone shows 
you how to love, and someone raises questions about existence 
itself. 

And when you come to, the world is still there, the lake 
is still there, the birds are chirping, shadows have lengthened. 
Nothing feels the same! You are not the same! You get up 
reluctantly. It's time to go home. 


~ Glory Sasikala 


CONTENTS 


Abu Siddik 

Adnan Shafi 

Aditya Shankar 
Ahmad A1-Khatat 
Alan Britt 

Alicja Maria Kuberska 
Alok Kumar Ray 
Amanita Sen 

Ameeta Agnihotri 
Aminool Islam 
Amitabh Mitra 

Amita Sarjit Ahluwalia 
Amita Ray 

Amit Krishan Agnihotri 
Ampat Koshy 

Aneek Chatterjee 

Anil Kumar Panda 
Anju Kishore 

Ann Christine Tabaka 
Ashish K Pathak 
Asoke Kumar Mitra 
Barry Pittard 


Bevan Boggenpoel 
Bharati Nayak 

Bheki BO. Nxumalo 
Bill Cushing 

Bilquis Fatima 
Bishnu Charan Parida 
Bozena Helena Mazur-Nowak 
Brindha Vinodh 

B. S. Tyagi 
Chandramohan Naidu 
Chris Daugherty 
Christopher Villiers 
Daniel de Culla 
Deena Padayachee 
Deepti Sharma 
Dipankar Sarkar 

Don Beukes 

Duane Vorhees 

Eliza Segiet 

Ferris E Jones 

Gauri Dixit 

Gayatree G. Lahon 
Geeta Varma 
Geethanjali Dilip 
Glory Sasikala 


Gonapragasen Naicker Aka Danny 


Gopal Lahiri 
Guna Moran 
Imran Yousuf 


41 
43 
45 
47 
49 
51 
53 
55 
oF 
29 
61 
63 
65 
67 
69 
70 
de 
a 
77 
78 
7 
81 
83 
84 
86 
88 
90 
92 
O23 


Jagadish Prasad 
Jagari Mukherjee 
Jayant Singhal 

Joan McNerney 
Kakoli Ghosh 
Kamar Sultana Sheik 
Ken Allan Dronsfield 
Kerala Varma 

K .S. Subramanian 
Leroy Abrahams 
Linda Imbler 
Lopamudra Mishra 
Lubna Ahmed 
Madhu Jaiswal 


Madhumita Bhattacharjee Nayyar 


Madhu Sriwastav 
Manisha Manhas 
Mansi Sharma 
Mehak Gupta Grover 
Merlyn Alexander 
Michael Lee Johnson 
Michael A. Griffith 
Moinak Dutta 
Nakshata Agarwal 
Ngozi Olivia Osuoha 
Nitusmita Saikia 
Nivedita Karthik 
Padmini Rambhatla 
Panjami Anand 


oS 

97 

99 
100 
101 
103 
105 
107 
109 
111 
as 
115 
116 
118 
120 
122 
124 
126 
127 
129 
131 
133 
135 
137 
138 
140 
142 
144 
146 


Pankajam 

Paramita Mukherjee Mullick 
Parasuram Ramamoorthi 
Paul Brookes 

Pooja Suresh 

Prabha Prakash 

Prahallad Satpathy 
Pratima Apte 

Praveen Ranjit 

Preety Bora 

Raamesh Gowri Raghavan 
Radhamani Sarma 

Rajnish Mishra 

Rajorshi Patranabis 
Rakesh Chandra 
Ramendra Kumar 

Ranjana Sharan Sinha 
Ravi Ranganathan 

Reena Prasad 

Ritika Ojha 

Robert Feldman 

Romeo della Valle 

Ryan Quinn Flanagan 
Saikat Gupta Majumdar 
Saleem Raza (Saleem Kattuchola) 
Salman Khan 

Samixa Bajaj 

Samrudhi Dash (INARA) 
Sanhita Sinha 


148 
150 
132 
154 
156 
159 
160 
162 
163 
165 
167 
169 
171 
73 
My 
17 
179 
181 
183 
185 
186 
188 
190 
192 
194 
196 
198 
199 
201 


Santosh Bakaya 

Sara Bubber 

Sarala Balachandran 
Saranya Francis 

Scott Thomas Outlar 
Seema K Jayaraman 
Shobha Warrier 
Shreekumar Varma 
Smruti Ranjan Mohanty 
Sudeshna Mukherjee 
Sujata Dash 

Sujata Paul 

Sumana Bhattacharjee 
Sumita Dutta 

Sumitra Mishra 

Sunil Kaushal 

Sunil Sharma 

Sunita Singh 

Suzette Portes San Jose 
Svanhild Lovli 

Swapan Kumar Rakshit 
Tribhu Nath Dubey 
Vandana Kumar 
Varsha Saran 

Vidya Shankar 

Vijay Nair 

Vineetha Mekkoth 
Vivek Nath Mishra 
Zulfiqar Parvez 


203 
205 
207 
208 
210 
212 
214 
216 
219 
220 
222 
224 
226 
228 
230 
252 
234 
236 
238 
240 
242 
244 
246 
248 
250 
252 
254 
256 
201 


I WANT MY DAUGHTER 
READ A REPORT 


I want my daughter read a report 

so I flip pages after pages and find reports 

on bank bankruptcy, custodial deaths, 

tyrants’ winsome smiles, African poverty, 

Syrian war, rape, Olympic withheld for Corona, 
blaze in shanties, preachers sentenced 

for sexually abusing boys, shooting at a gas station, 
riot in our loved capital, a cattle market in Maroma, 
Lagos blast, Taliban killings, sensex slump, 

a gold mine found in a tribal belt, lynching, 

clashes of communities, escalation in borders, 
peace deals, floods, quakes, Aussies’ win, 

A celebrity’s lingerie on sale, monkey menace 

in Himachal, lockdowns, downsizing, and so on. 
which report is fit for her tender age I think and think, 


and just then my eyes fall on a far end bold box—a 
circus 


is coming to our town. So together we glue our eyes to 
the box 


and delighted, fix coming Sunday as our visit date. 
‘rink’, ‘pachyderm’, ‘well of death’, ‘midget clown’ 
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she merrily adds to her everyday book 
and together we impatiently wait for Sunday next. 


Abu Siddik: I am a writer, residing in Berhampore, 
Murshidabad, India. I work as Assistant Professor. I have 
contributed to various e-journals and anthologies. I have 
also published five books. Website: www.abusiddik.com 


SHALL WE RIOT OR 
SHALL WE RETURN? 


Such love with no fury 
verifies itself shaky; 

in some outlying nooks 
of the ravine; 


Still surging up, most 
rather a flashy whiff, 
Encompassed by, their 
chores, a notion of two 
quick-witted, 


The earthly foes, who 
precariously wring their 
neck, 

Deride them with their 
disposition, or with their 
able vitriols. 


Would the twosome savor, 
days done in, and surplus 
impediments. 
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Well, if these foes in life 
thwart; 


Shall we riot? 
Or 
Shall we return? 


Land here and gape the 
Verses well to scramble 
over the outcomes. 


Adnan Shafi: I am a poet, writer, columnist, translator, 
Ghazal writer, motivation speaker, blogger and reviewer 
from Tral Kashmir (J and K). I have contributed my 
poems to various reputed magazines and journals. I have 
also published my poetry book ‘Tears fall in my heart’. 
Furthermore, I am the co-author of many international 
anthologies. 


OBITUARIES 


I let lightning bugs die in the glory of light. 
Tadpoles, in drying ponds and glass jars. 

Beasts, near the warmth of their wild tracks. 
Monkeys, in the vacuum between two leaps. 
Birds, between the curvatures of flight and roost. 
Wind, amidst pencil-slender trees. 

High tide dies in the embrace of shores. 

Smiles die in the lightning of Kodak flashes. 
Books die in the mouths of termites 

and brains of forgetful humans. 

New ideas mate with the old, guzzle their head. 
Only men refuse to die gracefully. 

They crawl into news, grievers and private walls 
as haunting remembrance. 


Aditya Shankar: He is an Indian poet, flash fiction author 
and translator. His work has appeared or is forthcoming 
in the Poetica Review, Columba, Periwinkle Literary 
Magazine, Reality Break Press, Brasilia Review and so 
on. Books: After Seeing (2006), Party Poopers (2014), and 
XXL (Dhauli Books, 2018). He lives in Bangalore, India. 


LET US CUDDLE 


When I first met you, I 
kept your exhaled breathe 
in my own forthcoming strolls 


I didn’t ask for help from 
anyone ‘cause I felt I am guilty, 
and my disgrace is my remorse 


Love is sweet but it can be 
a rapist, only when he becomes 
a negotiator in the land of misery. 


But I saw you at dawn and 
I enclosed my shyness and unlocked 
the pink fence of long lasting love 


“Let us cuddle.” I said 
You smiled as if you will take me to 
her nameless sheets of cheap lust. 
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Ahmad AI-Khatat: He was born in Baghdad, Iraq. His 
work has appeared in print and online journals globally 
and he has poems translated into several languages. He 
has been nominated for Best of the Net 2018. He is the 
author of The Bleeding Heart Poet, Love On The War’s 
Frontline, Gas Chamber, Wounds from Iraq, Roofs of 
Dreams, The Grey Revolution, and Noemi & Lips of 
Sweetness. He lives in Montreal, Canada. 


AUGUST WIND 


A tiny raspberry spider 
Falls 

from our maple 

& races across 

my glasses 

like a ghost buffalo! 


Alan Britt: He has been nominated for the 2021 
International Janus Pannonius Prize awarded by the 
Hungarian Centre of PEN International for excellence in 
poetry from any part of the world. Alan served as judge 
for the 2018 The Bitter Oleander Press Library of Poetry 
Book Award and was interviewed at The Library of 
Congress for The Poet and the Poem. He has published 18 
books of poetry and served as Art Agent for the late great 
Ultra Violet while often reading poetry at her Chelsea, 
New York studio. A graduate of the Writing Seminars at 
Johns Hopkins University he currently teaches English/ 
Creative Writing at Towson University. 


IT IS SHE 


We pass each other nearly every day, 

Distance of fear between us. 

Life forces us to mutual disregard and acceptance. 

At times, like an unruly child, she will spoil something, 
To garner attention, to arrest with a gesture. 


I see her in the wind, which carelessly 
Turns over the withering leaves 
And standing proudly erect in stalks stiffened by frost. 


She paints shrivelled trees gray, breaks limbs with a 
crack. 


She is mute in the clenched throats of birds, 
She stares with glassy eyes. 


She is all around and she reminds us of her presence. 
She patiently explains the meaning of certainty. 

I know she does not allow us to take anything, 
When she plays the requiem and invites eternal sleep 
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Alicja Maria Kuberska: She is an awarded Polish 
poetess, novelist, journalist, and editor. Her poems have 
been published in numerous anthologies and magazines. 
She has published 13 poetry anthologies. She is a 
member of the Polish Writers Associations in Warsaw, 
Poland and TWA Bogdani, Albania. She is also a member 
of the Directors’ Board of Soflay Literature Foundation. 


ALIENATION 


Nothing left with me for a living 

Now I am useless, unnecessary 

Old model bi-cycle, no one cares 

From my work place am alienated 
Colleagues are not in good terms with me 
On life’s tortuous path am going 

My family life is a half backed cake 

No flavour, no attraction it possess now 
My society treats me as a foreigner 


Very pathetic, like the wintry wind its cold armour 
pierces in my coarse skin 


Now am the lone traveller, marches ahead on a solitary 
road 


A seamless kite flying, no destination is earmarked 
Still then hope is immortal 
A silver lining I hope earnestly 


I will go ahead, if no one accompanies am will not 
mind. 
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Alok Kumar Ray: I am a bilingual poet dwells at 
JAJPUR in Odisha state of India. My poems both in 
Odia and English have been featured in many national 
and international poetry anthologies. By profession Iam 
a Senior Lecture in Political Science but poetry writing 
is my passion. 


ASYMMETRIC 


Seeing the grossly asymmetric 
pattern I knitted, Miss Nandi 
flung to fury. 


“Keep standing in the class,” she said 


and in the next eighty minutes 
I learned, 


it needed space to even stand and 
knees can tremble for the lack of it; 


shame is all about them, who wish you to it, 
“You” are not “them”, not metaphorically too; 


and much later, that 
life’s challenges flout all rules of symmetry— 


in the magnitude of their assault, 
in our gasping manoeuvre through them. 
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Ask my wobbly knees. 


I would have anyway failed you Miss Nandi! 


Amanita Sen: Amanita has 2 collections of poems: 
‘Candle In My Dream’ and ‘What I Don’t Tell You’. Her 
works have been published in numerous journals in India 
and abroad. She is a mental-health professional and lives 
in Kolkata. 


TODAY 


Outside my window 

I heard the chirp of a sparrow 
He sounded bold, brave and free 
Then crows came visiting 
Cawing happily 

On my balcony 

The park outside is filled 

With silence 

Where happy children 

Once played... 

They’ ll be back soon, 

I know. 

For now 

I watch 

Life’s tableau unfold 

From my window to the world... 
My TV. 
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Ameeta Agnihotri: Two words resonate in her mind: be 
present. That explains why nothing ever comes between 
her food and her. Many describe this Chennai Times 
Food Critic as open-minded, friendly, knowledgeable 
and very professional. ‘It is the present that matters. I 
believe in giving it my best. Always. Instead of looking 
at the whole intimidating picture, I set small goals: one 
step at a time, one day at a time, and like magic, the 
job is done.’ She has 10 books on various subjects to 
her credit. And has a few ideas up her sleeve. ‘It’s the 
publishers that are missing,’ she laughs. ‘The world has 
gone digital, so it’s Instagram stories now.’ 


I SCATTERED IN THE 
WELKIN 


(It’s a Nazrul song. I translated it into English paying tribute 
to the great poet on his birth anniversary) 


I scattered in the welkin today, dear 
The flowers of my words, 

The garland of my songs 

Hope you pick them up 


The rainbow of my tune 

Weaves my own self for a while 

With the colours of the rainbow 

Is mingled my love ambrosial 

Albeit you couldn’t see tears in my eyes, 
You'll hear my voice tremble 

Due to the tears 

That lie heavy on my tone 


Around the lotuses of my heart 
Cry and circle the bees of words 
From those bees, hope you collect 
And drink the honey of my heart. 
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Aminool Islam: I am a poet residing in Bogra, 
Bangladesh. I work as an English language instructor. I 
have contributed to various anthologies. I am currently 
the sub-editor of a literary magazine named Neeharika. 


Its raining outside, its one of those days when winter 
tethers at the brink of departure. Our holy Hindu month 
started with Mohalaya yesterday. What really remains 
now is just this element of awareness and colours in 
my mind. The raindrops are dyed blue interspersed with 
white and thoughts of you catch an occasional splash. 
Imagine this evening running on a narrow gauge train 
lines at Gwalior, the fort in the background I had just 
painted red. Imagine your hair in a cascade blue, the 
raindrops being porcelain thoughts join to one another in 
words I had thought and spoken many a times. The eye 
only seems to drop in dreams of strangercontinuity. 


Amitabh Mitra: He is an Indian-born South African 
physician, poet and artist. He is one of the most widely 
published poets globally. 


THE HOUSE OF WAITING 


It’s all dust and old newspapers and books and 
notebooks 


Big folio registers and diaries and files 

And outdoor clothes gathering dust in heaps 

Never disturbed in years now 

Boxes made of steel sheets 

In all shapes and sizes full of old issues of magazines 
Bedspreads and blankets and quilts no longer in use 

It’s not a dead house but a dying one 

There are smells lurking in its corners 

Some dank some sunshiney full of motes 

In the air caught in beams of light 

From the wide old windows 

It’s a shabby tired house, much suited 

To slow decay, but proliferating in Calendars 
Showing this month this day today 

And clocks showing this hour this minute 

With a little variation from the bedroom to the kitchen 
From the hall to the prayer room 

Food is cooked though, mostly fresh 

And there is water and tea and curd and fruit 
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And sherbets. It waits cheerfully enough 

For death and the final disintegration 

It may look sad but it is not afraid. 

There are flowerless flowerpots by the front door. 
Few visit but those who do, do not starve 

They go with bellies full. 

The House of Waiting is absent-mindedly 
Sprawlingly, lazily, impersonally kind. 


Amita Sarjit Ahluwalia: I am a retired bureaucrat but 
at heart a poet and a teacher. I write, mostly poetry, in 
English, Urdu, Hindi and Punjabi. I was awarded the 
NISSIM International Poetry Award (First Prize) 2019 
for Excellence in Writing and my contribution to Indian 
English Poetry by The Significant League, a Creative 
Writing group on Facebook. On 22 January 2020, TSL 
announced the award of the First Reuel Prize for 2020 
for non-fiction to me for my Experimental Prose plus 
Multi-Media Anthology, ‘The Saaqi Chronicles’. 


POINT OF RETURN 


Darkness an overarching blanket cover 
cavernous night 

encircles and engulfs 

a micro speck 

blindfolding the earth 

stealthily to submit. 


Suddenly I wake up to a day 
where darkness is dense 

darker than the new moon night 
avalanche of cloistered suffocation 
the end of an endless chase 
through labyrinth of selfish desires 
squeezing every drop potential 
greed salivates, earth bleeds 
sculpting on monolithic darkness 
the Dance Macabre. 


Darkness nonporous and grim 
an unmasked face 
eclipse masked guise 
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derides and silently laughs 

at the tyrant centuries old 
heaviness pins me down 

i plead, to the sun, the stars 

to the life givers for a draught 

at the point of cowered surrender. 


Amita Ray: I am former associate professor in English 
and Vice Principal of a college, residing in Kolkata. An 
academic of varied interests, I am a published translator, 
short story writer and poet. I have translated into English 
and published two books. My short stories have been 
published in The Sunday Statesman, Cafe Dissensus, 
Setu and other web magazines. My poems have also 
been published in anthologies and online magazines. 


DO YOU REMEMBER 
THE SUN 


Do You remember the Sun? 

The rich green grass we used to run? 

That rustling whisper of wind in our hair 

Escape in wet green-gold fields everywhere 
Dizzy, We Drifted away like an errant sun-flare 

So Wonderfully Lost, we floated everywhere 
Following unremembered dreams, this mad affair 
With this Earth, a precious beauty beyond compare 
Winter cold Breeze stirring the soft summer air 
And those frozen Mountains called, that iced glare 
Those azure warm blue waters, soft as a prayer 
It’s all still shining in bright light of The Day 

But we’re not there... 

Today We’re in the Shadows, Hiding Away... 
Today We’re in the Shadows, Hiding Away 
Hiding Away... 


#Homelsolation 
#CoronaVirusLockdown 
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Amit Krishan Agnihotri: I am a poet residing in 
Landquart Switzerland. I work as a County Manager. 
I have contributed to various anthologies. I have also 
published short stories and poems in UK and India. 


WHEN THEY NO LONGER 
GAVE US THAT DAY ON 
OUR DAILY WAGES 


We set out from Karnataka 

to reach Maharashtra 

but died on the way 

in the time of the corona virus 
me, my wife and daughter 

Years later, they made us this memorial 
and to make it look better 

gave us nice shoes and fancy bags 
& my wife, a shirt and pant 

The truth was much less attractive 
but one thing remains intact 

the way we vanished, bit by bit 
till all that remained 

was my daughter’s feet 

my wife’s right side 

and last of all my head 

The Sea at Marine Drive 

mutely watches now 

the memory, of us three 
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who died while going back 
to a hovel that we had 
but were never meant to reach. 


Ampat Koshy: He teaches in a college as Assistant 
Professor in Jazan, Saudi Arabia. He is a poet and critic 
and fiction writer, and co-author of Wake Up India: 
Essays for Our Times and co-editor of The Significant 
Anthology plus a Pushcart Prize Poetry Nominee of 
2012. He also runs The Significant League and has 
instituted the Reuel International Prize for Literature. 
His Ph.D thesis on Samuel Beckett was later published 
as Samuel Beckett’s English Poetry: Transcending the 
Roots of Resistance in Language. He has also co-edited 
Inklinks and Umbilical Chords. 


CARCASS 


The carcass of the turtle 
touched my feet on the shore 
in a dark cloudy morning 


A group of innocent plastics 
blocked my drain, the way we 
raised demands on the road 


Trees whispered to me their souls when 
I slowly walked to the court of 
emperor chandragupta. They’re dumb now. 


& heavy air told me ina 
twenty first century afternoon: 
contact, if you wish to poison wish 


I rushed back, and murmured 
to the carcass, pardon my desire, 
forgive our arrogance 
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The sea laughed loud 
& drew me towards the front; 
I walked, walked, till I was lost 


My carcass looked amused on the shore 


Aneek Chatterjee: I am a poet and academic residing in 
Kolkata, India. I work as professor of political science. 
I have contributed to literary magazines and poetry 
anthologies across the globe. I have published two full- 
length poetry collections titled “Seaside Myopia’ and 
‘Unborn Poems and Yellow Prison’, and a novel named 
‘The Funeral Procession’. I was a Fulbright Visiting 
fellow at the University of Virginia (USA) and a recipient 
of the prestigious ICCR Chair to teach at reputed foreign 
universities. 


CHASING YOU 


And when the flowers will start 
To spill their essences into the air 
And you come out to walk in the 
Garden with your flowing hair 


And when your feet are washed 
With cold drops of shining dew 
And cloyed with dreams of love 
Eyes sparkle with a color new 


And when innocent butterflies 
Rush crazily to sit on your hands 
And fluttering leaves hum melody 
Of love as you dance with friends 


And when from afar the stream 
Flowing down calling your name 
And when swans swim to you 
Bewitched by your lissome frame 
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I wake up from the slumber to 
Follow you to grassy meadows 
To be with you till the sun gets 
Ready to shed darkening shadows 


Anil Kumar Panda (alias Tiku): Heis from Brajrajnagar, 
Odisha, India, and resides there currently. He works as a 
mine surveyor in coal mines. He writes short stories and 
poems whenever he gets time. 


THE BLUE BUTTERFLY 


When Spring rides out on your wings, 
My little blue butterfly 
I shall stop her to talk awhile. 


I shall look into her eyes of blended color 
And read the lines of her smiles 
To know if she breathed all her desires. 


Allow me to hold her hand 
When she speaks of the wheels of time 
That grind over drought and mire. 


Let me walk with her a bit 
And ask if any of her flowers were denied 
Their rightful share of blue butterflies. 


For Winter would soon be at my sill 
And great blue wings will flap in the sky 
To fold in the last flurry of my life. 
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When you flutter down to make me a sky-flake 
Tell me, my big little blue butterfly, 
Star-hemmed will you be or sequined with sunshine? 


Anju Kishore: She is a poet, editor and a former 
Cost Accountant. She has contributed to numerous 
anthologies. One of the winners of The Great Indian 
Poetry Award 2018 and The Prime International Poetry 
Prize 2020, her book of poems ‘...and I Stop to Listen’ 
was published in 2018. She has been part of the Editorial 
Team of India Poetry Circle and is now Senior Editor at 
Pinkishe, the print magazine of the Delhi based NGO, 
Pinkishe Foundation. 


PRICE OF A COIN 


A turnstile coin 

falls in slow motion, 

hits with a rattle and a clink. 
Rolling to a stop at his feet. 
I bend to pick it up, 
retrieving long lost visions 
of a love that used to be. 
Turning from the past, 

I walk away. 

A burning ache 

pulls at me, 

filling my heart with sorrow. 
I look back one last time. 
Coin pocketed, 

I board the train 

to my redemption. 
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Ann Christine Tabaka: I am a poet and writer residing 
in Delaware, USA. I am a retired organic chemist and a 
retired personal trainer. I have 10 poetry books and have 
been published in numerous magazines and journals 
worldwide. I was nominated for the 2017 Pushcart Prize 
in Poetry. I was the winner of Spillwords Press 2020 
Publication of the Year (Poetic), and I have won poetry 
awards from individual publications. *(a complete list of 
publications is available upon request) 


JUST JACINDA 


Grace, compassion, and understanding 

as easy as it is coming, 

A terror attack, a volcanic eruption 

a ticklish climate change reform and the Pandemic 
like Covid so livid 

all coming in around a year, 

own personal life swan song 

but also beautiful baby to hold 

and a prime minister chair 

to honour and behold, 

We must either sit down or shut up 

or cheer that woman, 

who is now a global model 

not only for women across but also we men 

Just because religion didn’t come 

between her endeavor 

nor richness or pitiness of human being in her schemes 
she just solved all through her humaneness 


GloMag August 2020 


Don’t help 
Just admire 


That pure human effort 
Let her be just jacinda. 


Ashish K Pathak: He is a Government middle school 
teacher posted in Munger District of Bihar.He has got 
a letter of appreciation from President of India for his 
Poem. His works of writing has been published in many a 
national,international and world anthologies.His writing 
has been also Published in world book ‘complexion 
based discrimination.” He has been awarded First Level 
Diploma by World Nations writers union. 


A PRIVATE WOUND 


In this setting sun of the spring 
Thousands wet eyes under the azure sky 
Thousands already dead 

Life is fragile, so is love 

Tired souls 

Time never waits 

Moss grows in the bleeding heart 


Lock down at home 

Silence of graveyard, deepening fear of virus 
At a distance, 

Chime of temple bells, prayers 

Bidding adieu 

Left behind the syllables of life and death 
Terror hides in this deceitful spring 


Barren roads, voices lost in the wind 
Sun will rise again 

From the ruin of death 

For you leaving behind 

Tuberose burnt 
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And my heart 
Into pieces... 


Asoke Kumar Mitra: He studied at Hindu school and St. 
Xavier’s College, Kolkata, and is a retired journalist and 
was editor of ‘Calcutta Canvas’ and ‘Indus Chronicle’. 
He is a bilingual poet. He has contributed to various 
anthologies published in India and abroad. His poems 
are translated into various languages. ‘Savage Wind’ 
is his first poetry book, a bilingual edition, translated 
into Spanish by Mexican poet Josep Juarez. ‘Song Of 
Pebbles’ is his second bilingual poetry book, which is 
translated into French. Poetry, photography, paintings 
are his passions. 


NARCISSISTS 


With sorcerer’s charm and masquerade, a narcissist is 
a cockroach come as gentleman/woman. They charm 
and trick our good self to doubt its own memory, sense, 
perception, sanity. They mesmerise. They would have us 
like a dippy bird, forever bowing. Sip-sipping on their 
gaseous, sweet-smelling breath. They have the nose of a 
shark that far-off scents its mark. What is innocent and 
needy attracts them like specks of blood. 


Our trust is innocent-ignorant. Is a child paddling 
blissful among sharks. If we dare question a narcissist’s 
exaltedness, they will chew us to pieces. Or else get their 
minions to do it. The many are deceived. Tricked, made 
sick, we submit. 


Their sick self sings—Hallelujah! 


Barry Pittard: I am a poet, lyricist and short story writer, 
living in the Hinterland of South East Queensland, 
Australia. I am a retired (refreshed!) teacher, and have 
also worked as an NGO among the socially marginalised. 
I have broadcast on social just and world music themes 
on community radio. In the theatre, I worked as an actor, 
director and writer. Presently, I am doing a personal dance 
sadhana, extensively using the superb music of Uma 
Mohan. 


KNEE TO THE NECK 


(in memory of George Floyd) 


he used his knee to his neck holding him down... 
while his lack-lustre colleagues stood around 


watching a black man pleading to be released 
they couldn’t care less he’s now deceased! 


they killed a man like he’s a slave 
sending him to an early grave 


he begged and pleaded “i cannot breath!” 
but they insisted he only sees feet 


when they’re supposed to serve and protect 
they'd rather kill with utter neglect 


black lives matter, that’s a fact 
but police brutality such a violent act 
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justice for George must be served 
a life behind bars they deserve 


cities in unison gather around 
as another black man goes underground 


for too long this has been going on 
no longer must civilians be trampled upon 


by careless officers and just get away 
thinking they can just shoot and slay 


a roaring thunder as voices demand 
justice for George a man unarmed! 


Bevan Boggenpoel: Boggenpoel completed a 
Baccalaureate in Education at the Nelson Mandela 
Metropolitan University. He launched his debut 
anthology in December 2016. He is also an author at 
a South African website known as Litnet (Literature 
Network in South Africa). His poetry is written in a South 
African context that covers different issues in daily life. 
In his writings he strives to tell a story or teach a lesson 
that will inspire and motivate. He is currently a teacher at 
Bethelsdorp Road Primary in the northern areas of Port 
Elizabeth. 


Where was I? 

I rose from null 

And one day 

Vanish into void 

For a short period 

I play 

On this stage. 

I pluck my words 

From the trees 

There are millions and millions 
I choose a few only 

To write here 

And put my sign 

Because when they will come 
They will find me 

In these letters 

Because in these letters 

I am and will always be 

In my presence and absence 
For generations from here 
Because these words 
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Were there and will be there 
In their absence and presence. 


Bharati Nayak: I am a bilingual poet, critic and 
translator residing in Bhubaneswar, India. I work in the 
Government of Odisha. I have contributed to various 
national and international anthologies and e-books. I 
have also published three poetry books, two in English 
language and one in my mother tongue ODIA and worked 
as co-writer in two poetry Anthologies. I regularly write 
on on-line poetry site www.poemhunter.com where I 
am placed among the top 500 poets and offered the title 
‘Poetic Basil’ for my contributions. 


LET'S SHAKE 


Days where joy is not junior are carried in a flash of 
light 

In earth that we recreate 

every dimple is mighty in that undeniable 
smile shaping lives memorising sketches 
once announced in spaces of time 

It can be found in between ears 

of a street mentor celebrating a loaf 

gotten by digging deeper into the bin 

No woman sorry for selling a first fruit 

No man holy for signing a suspected contract 


Dear child you are born every moment, you touch that 
brewing desire 


Trouble may tap you harder in preparation 
of red carpet of your delight 


Reading through the verse of unshaken mind 
travelling from here to there to grasp on peace 
Sympathising to all greater meanings of happiness 
No matter how tiny to an ignorant insights 

they gang up to concrete the foundation 
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Shaking up the source of prosperities 
Imaging communities 

Every little drop of joy 

Let that be golden marked on calendar swipe 
Or scribbled down on tender earth 

And flown higher than winter kite 


Bheki BO. Nxumalo: He honed his writing and 
performing skills at FUBA School Of dramatic And 
Visual Arts, where he did speech and drama. His earlier 
poetry was published in a book titled FEDILITIES V. 
edited by Kobus Moolman. He has performed in festivals 
such as Bosman Weekend Festival, Newcastle Winter 
Festival, Macufe festival, to name a few. He has graced 
broadcasting mediums like SABC, Y fm and Trans 
Africa radio blowing poetry horn. He is a member of 
Amavukuvuku music band. He also facilitated children 
story telling at Xarra Books. 


EASTER ISLAND IN 
KOREATOWN 


Sitting on a gallon paint can 
delivering a weird brand 

of royalty to the curb 

of Vermont Avenue, 

his square face, brown: 

a cross between 

some ancient pharaoh 

and a gargoyle; 

his hands, rest 

on blue-jeaned knees, 

fingers pointed down. 

Meanwhile, traveling south, 
bungeed secure in the back 

of a flatbed truck, 

a laughing Buddha stands. 

He signals “touchdown” 

while passing a neighborhood bar 
and grill, where, from the window, 
a neon sign proclaims, “Natural light.” 
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Bill Cushing: I recently retired after more than 20 years 
of teaching college English. I am now focusing my time 
on my family and, of course, my own writing as well 
as facilitating a Los Angeles area writing group for 9 
Bridges. “Easter Island in Koreatown” is part of my 
recent book, A Former Life. 


I CARRY ON BREATHING 


My eyes now pieces of glass 

After being gargoyles to emotions 
Reflect and let pass what all it sees. 
Hidden stars in it no longer gleam 
Smoky gossamer blurring the vision. 
My mouth a mere inlet, gapes open 
Letting in what all just satiates my stomach. 
My limbs hang frozen, 

Lies recumbent, unused. 

Heart no longer beats but pumps merely. 
My stomach holds solidified charred remains 
Of burning, churning, spewing, 

Vestige of fiascos plans. 

The soul, torn into pieces 

Left as ragged remains 

On a bruised, bleeding body 

My brain contracted to a small mass 
Shielded by web of disbeliefs. 

Blood in my veins, I no longer feel 
Maybe thickened, clotted, 

With stagnation and cold 
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Or turned to water. 

The body solidifies an augur, 

Hiding the future between its fine lines. 
How much could one take in 

Of the painful, lethal extraction of life, 
Felling like trees, the human lives. 


Bilquis Fatima: She is an innate lover of nature and 
speaker for social issues, has allowed her feelings to 
be expressed as short writes and speeches from college 
time. Although a post-graduate in Chemistry, she has also 
mastered the skills of poetry appreciation and writing. 
Her poems reflecting the situations that are prevalent 
in the society have been appreciated in some groups of 
poets and writers lately. 


MY LOST LANES 


As the pre monsoon breeze touches me, 
I feel euphoric and get submerged, nostalgically, 


Down four decades back, in your thought, in your 
beauty 


Many times, I go to the river bank 


Look on to the passing waves, time touches my 
memory, 


Etches out your love so tender, so passionate 


I look beyond the window, searching for something 
lost, 


While everything is in place, assured, why then, 
I feel I have lost many things in life? 

It’s the city I loved, 

Its curvy lanes that so playfully I walked over, 
Its rain of love that drenched my heart 

And made me a poet, 

And its spring that lured me to limitless dreams, 
Is all past 
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Yet, I keep looking at the ground 
To the horizon and the beyond, 


Gazing through the moonlit night, to take on to my lost 
lanes 


Leading to four decades down the past 


Bishnu Charan Parida: He is a bilingual poet from 
Jajpur Road of Odisha. Professionally an engineer 
though he loves poetry. His poems are mainly on life, 
love, philosophy and nature. His poems have been 
published in many anthologies and magazines of national 
and international repute. He has been awarded in the 
state level Kalinga Nagar book festival, Odisha in 2015, 
honored in the 11" Guntur International Poetry Festival, 
honored as a World Featured Poet 2019 of Pentasi-B, 
China. He also received the 8" R.N.Tagore award from 
X-press Publications, Kerala. 


IT MIGHT BE THE LAST 
LESSON 


just yesterday they believed it would be okay 
they fought for every breath, for every sip of life 
today rows of only empty chairs remind of them, 
the cat mewing in the armchair and dog in tears 


loved ones should be close, but they were so far away 
there was no one to hold their hands and tightly hug 
now they lay lonely in rows of nameless coffins 

in the middle of nowhere waiting for the grave 


where did it all start and how it happened, who knows? 
they say in China but are they really sure? 

if there would not be the pursuit of money and power 
there would not be so many hungry people in the world 


there is enough money for bombs and space rockets 
the food drowns in the sea by some madmen creatures 
and their sick visions instead of feeding the hungry 
although tomorrow, our world may cease to exist 
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it is still not too late to shake off the madness 

to learn from this cruel and maybe last warning 

first of all, people must be treated equally 

the rest will slowly follow when you open your heart 


Bozena Helena Mazur-Nowak: She was born in 
Opole, Poland. In 2004 in search of work migrated 
to Great Britain, where she lives. She has published 
seven volumes of poetry; four in Polish and three 
in English. She has released a novel and a few short 
story collections. Her work may be found in numerous 
worldwide anthologies and magazines. She is the winner 
of many poetry competitions and is the proud holder of 
many diplomas, awards, and distinctions. Her poetry has 
been translated into English, French, Spanish, Swedish, 
Russian, Arabic, Telugu, Bengali, Norwegian, Albanian, 
Swahili, Philippine, Serbian. 


POVERTY: 
A REFLECTION 


White pomegranate teeth 
bleeding like liquid vermillion, 
weak gums. 


Blackberry eyes 
pale like white ash, 
anemic disorder. 


Skinny skin 
emaciated like a random tapestry of twig, 


fragile bones. 


Yet, poverty awaits a better picture. 


GloMag August 2020 


Brindha Vinodh: I hold a Masters in Econometrics 
from the University of Madras, but I am a writer within. 
I have worked as a copyeditor and a freelancer in the 
e-publishing industry. My poems and short stories 
have appeared regularly in magazines, e-zines and web 
journals, and my poems in two anthologies are due for 
publication shortly. My latest published poems include 
‘The Other Side Of Life’ and ‘The Underrated Indian 
Homemaker’. I currently reside in the United States of 
America with my husband and two children. 


AT DAWN 


At dawn—suffused with golden hues 
I drift into trance 

Through meditation 

And feel floating in the air 

Before long 

Pure white soothing lights flood around 
All physicality disappears 

And well familiar face 

With beatific smile 

Beckons me... 

Yes, that’s my dear soul 

Restlessly calls me 

To join 

Never to return on Earth 

And showers me with bliss 

I’m wholly soaked in eternity. 
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B. S. Tyagi: He comes from India. He writes in both 
Hindi and English. He has several books—fiction and 
non-fiction to his credit. His poems have been included 
in several anthologies. He writes short stories which 
regularly appear in national and international literary 
magazines. His write-ups and poems have appeared in 
national and international magazines. Besides, he has 
translated four books of poems. He shies away from 
public celebrations and prizes. Inner bliss he is showered 
upon through creativity is the greatest prize. 


Have nots have 

have do not 

all of us lack 

something or the other 

we pretend 

we have 

at times we lack sense of humor 
the poor may have the rich may lack 
the rich may be polite and quiet he can afford 
the poor may be angry and edgy 
could you buy a smile 

laughter you could 

try buying silence 

buy feel or charm 

there are things you cannot buy 
you think everything is for sale 
nah never 

haves do not have 

have nots have 

we are divided on this 

we are not honest 

we lack 
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Chandramohan Naidu: He is a retired bank employee, 
now a freelance writer and photographer based in 
Chennai, part of the poetry circle which meets first 
Wednesday of every month. He writes poems to be 
subsequently brought out into a collection. 


NARAYAN SISTER 


-dedicated to my main matron muse 


Soulfully, she smiles in radiant grace 
With the heart of a lover 
And an angel’s face. 


Sappho 

And Chopin 

And Lachesis herself 

Would blush at the rush 

That she brings to my health. 


Although, in the darkness, 
She sits with a rapture, 

Mirific myrrh incense 

My nostrils will capture. 

And as she welcomes the bliss 
Of mute meditations, 

My heart is uplifted 

By deific sensations. 
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Chris Daugherty: He is published in Poetry.com’s 
2003 annual yearbook and is a continuing contributor to 
GloMag. C.R. Daugherty has published eleven eclectic 
books of poetry via the Internet. He passionately enjoys 
writing poetry while fueled by espresso roasts. He also 
enjoys abiding by traditional forms and loves mostly 
bucolic themes. 


ST BENEDICT JOSEPH 
LABRE 


That waste of space? He was a pretty sight 
Scrounging about the streets. Could he not earn 
A living? Yes I knew the parasite, 

Unholy fool, he would not take his turn 

At common labour, was he just lazy? 

Probably, a failed monk I heard, a priest 

In his imaginings perhaps, crazy 

For God or just crazy, no drunk at least 

I'll give him that. Not respectable 

Lice lounged in him; he went to church a lot 
Not just for alms either, a spectacle, 

And a stench as if he’d begun to rot. 

A saint? In modern times saints should take baths 
Dress sensibly, earn regular wages, 

We are enlightened now, take neater paths 

Let us not imitate bygone ages. 


I concede he might not have been all bad 
But to call him a saint would be quite mad. 
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Christopher Villiers: I am a poet residing in Braunton, 
England. I work as a writer. I have contributed to various 
anthologies and have also published three volumes of 


poetry. 


WHAT A BEAUTIFUL PIC 


Rita & Daniel, Kylian’s grandparents. Isabel G. de 
Diego’s baby 
What a beautiful pic 
Made by Isabel 
Our daughter: 
Rita and Daniel 
With their grandson 
That is a precious kid 
With golden hair 
And eyes turning blue. 
How majestic the grandmother 
How stately the grandfather 
With the little creature 
Which is a blessing. 

Of course we are drooling! 
In the shade and in the sun 
Well this preciousness 
Is a gift from his parents 
Isabel and Fernando 
Full of life and with a heart. 
We want him to run 
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So we go after him 
Reaching him at the portal 
Although we are very tired 

And we fail to breathe. 
The song of the goldfinches 

Already miss him 

In grandma’s town: 

Moradillo de Roa 

In the Ribera del Duero. 


Daniel de Culla: He is a writer, poet, and photographer. 
He is also a member of the Spanish Writers Association, 
Earthly Writers International Caucus, Director of the 
Gallo Tricolor Review, and Robespierre Review. He’s 
moving between North Hollywood, Madrid and Burgos, 
Spain. 


MY LOVE, MY COUNTRY, 
MY HOME 


Somewhere along the way, our South Africa lost its Soul. 
Somewhere along the way, my country lost its sense of 
honour. 

Somewhere along the way, mediocrity became the 
mantra. 

Somewhere along the way, my country lost its sense of 
self-respect, 

its dignity, its Ubuntu. 


Somewhere along the way, arrogance, ostentation, 
extravagance and unfettered power became our masters. 
Somewhere along the way, criminals came to control 
much of our country’s destiny. 

Somewhere along the way, selfishness, a lack of 
conscience and dishonourable behaviour became 
‘acceptable’ badges of power. 


Somewhere along the way, those who burned their own 
schools, ambulances, trains, libraries and universities 


Were deemed to be the ‘unheard’ in our democracy. 
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Somewhere along the way, the clowns, the silly, the 
violent and the rogues were allowed to wield power, 


Somewhere along the way, race became the criteria and 
injustice became the arbiter. 

Somewhere along the way, the ethical way became the 
“wrong way’ 

And death descended to enshroud our country. 


Somewhere along the way, South Africa lost its soul. 


Deena Padayachee: He is a South African Author and 
Poet, residing in Durban. He works as a primary care 
physician. His writings have been included in various 
international and South African anthologies including 
the Readers’ Digest’s BEST SOUTH AFRICAN SHORT 
STORIES. Three of his books have been published. The 
English academy of Southern Africa awarded the author 
the Olive Schreiner prize for prose; The Congress of 
South African Writers has awarded the doctor the Nadine 
Gordimer prize for prose. 


IF ONLY 


If only I could water 
that haggard letter box 
I would, for it stopped flowering 


If only I could dress up 
these lazy evenings with fairy lights 
I would, for these may not return 


If only I could marinate 
the laughter of the holy spirits 
I would, for tomorrow is another day. 


If only I could whisper 

your name in the folds of dawn 

I would, for the night is a curse with an eclipsed red 
moon... 

Sigh! 


Deepti Sharma: I am a poetess residing in Punjab, 
India, and work as a freelance writer. I have contributed 
to many online publications and have won few awards in 
online poetry challenges. 


THE GOLDEN GLASS- 
HOUSE, A BUTTERELY, 
AND AN ALBATROSS 


The golden glasshouse on the lakefront that we built 
together, when you became a butterfly and sat on my lips, 
stands devastated now. But I always remember, every 
day and every moment, the gentle touch of your hands 
on my forehead every morning. To wake me up and then 
caress me, to wrap me around with your warmth, to take 
me into a swirl of bliss. Waking up in your arms slowly, 
opening my eyes to find yours, offering my lips to yours, 
getting drowned into your sweet love, oh, how could I 
ever forget! 

We remember our flights together around the golden 
glasshouse. How easily we could spot a riot of colors 
everywhere we looked, how easily we could find 
melodies of ecstasy, how easily we could build virtual 
kingdoms of happiness everywhere! Were the flights of 
jubilation only in our fantasy, or were those real? 

Where are you now, my dearest, my love, my butterfly? 
When did the first crack to our golden glasshouse appear? 
When did lust take over the heavens of bliss, that we 
built with so much care? How did you morph into an 
unknown moth driven towards a light coming from 
a distant allure? Why did I then shut myself off? How 
did I then stop holding your hands and stop liking the 
beautiful wings that you had? Why did I then abandon 
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being the albatross that I was? We will never know. We 
will never again live those experiences of euphoria. We 
will never again live those moments of joyousness. 

I walk along the shoreline now. I walk around the ruins 
of the golden glasshouse. Tears fill up my eyes. I pick 
up a piece of glass from the ruins every day and bring 
it back to save in my chest of love. Will you ever come 
back to me my dearest, my love, my butterfly? Will you 
ever come back? Will we ever again start writing a new 
story of the golden glasshouse and a butterfly and an 
albatross? Will we? 


Dipankar Sarkar: Poetry is the only soulmate I have. 
I find solace in poetry when my heart bleeds. Poetry 
comes to me completely unannounced, without a notice. 
I wake up sometimes, out of an altered reality or out of 
a daydream, and voila, words just start flowing out of 
nowhere and completely inundate me, forcing me to live 
an experience of writing. I am not a regular poet, but 
poetry is the only soulmate I have, who understands the 
real me. 


BE THE CHANGE 


A racist slur a cutting remark to mock your skin colour 
or even 

just your speech to appease like-minded clueless racist 
bullies should 

not deter you to speak up shout out stand up for victims 
of viscous 


verbal abuse from demonic minds hoping to spread their 
provocative 


bitter mind-set to create an Apartheid mentality ignoring 
their pathetic 

porous fragility but do not be fooled—You should protest 
against such 

divisive false larks in any shape or form, so be the change 
and clear 


the racist choking haze in this maze called humanity, 
fighting for our sanity— 


Be vigilant for any dagger smiles whilst they whisper 
toxic curses under 


their bindweed breaths hoping for others to join their 
racist jest and jeers 


hiding amongst clueless crowds sheepishly going about 
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their normal 

routine lives but you need to bravely defend your 
existence maybe even 

be more persistent in your resistance to poisonous verbal 
rhetoric of a 

society too eager to allow free speech to dominate even 
mask their true 

task to diminish your humanity, so be the change, yes 
even verbalise 

your boiling induced rage during these existential days 
now go be the change! 


You need to share your muted experiences of concealed 
racial wars behind 

closed doors, made to feel less than anyone else but this 
too shall pass 

as more of us bravely attempt to spread the message of 
equality in a 

global society fed up with the status quo made to lie low 
feel low fly low 

in humanity’s racial freak show, so now it is time for you 
to be that 

change own the change shape the change — Time to feel 
the change... 
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Don Beukes: He is a South African and British writer. 
He is the author of ‘The Salamander Chronicles’ (CTU) 
and ‘Icarus Rising-Volume 1’ (ABP), an ekphrastic 
collection. He taught English and Geography in 
both South Africa and the UK. His poetry has been 
anthologized in numerous collections and translated 
into Afrikaans, Persian, French and Albanian. He was 
nominated for the ‘Best of the Net’ in 2017 as well as the 
Pushcart Poetry Prize (USA) in 2016. He was published 
in his first SA Anthology ‘In Pursuit of Poetic Perfection’ 
in 2018 (Libbo Publishers) and his second ‘Cape Sounds’ 
in 2019 (Gavin Joachims Publishing). 


MATTER AND ENERGY 


The twin manifestations of existence, 
those magic cosmic couplets, 
are interchangeable and compromising. 


If matter has a propensity for life 
where it’s unexpected, 
serendipitous, and unpromising, 


and (a caterpillar digesting itself 
inside its chrysalis) 
even contains the chance of intelligence— 


then we anticipate the reality 
of god or many gods: 
energy with animation and sentience. 


GloMag August 2020 


Duane Vorhees: He grew up in rural Ohio, fell in 
love, went to school, fell in love, stuck his toe on bits 
of four continents, fell in love, taught and learned 
various subjects, fell in love, grew chronologically and 
physically. Fell in love, fell in love, fell in love. “‘Love’s 
Autobiography’ is the first part of a longer meditation, 
“The Many Loves of Duane Vorhees’. It is based on a 
lifetime of observation, imagination, introspection, 
experience, and fantasy. 


APEIRON 


Translated by Artur Komoter 
Oxygenated by the world 

she looks for a space of peace, 
apeiron of happiness, 

silence 

in which the sound of the sea 

and seagulls are a testimony to life. 
She looks for the Sun. 


The world around the Eden has already hidden. 


Eliza Segiet: Author’s poems ‘Questions and Sea of 
Mists’ won the title of the International Publication of 
the Year 2017 and 2018 in Spillwords Press. She was 
nominated for the Pushcart Prize 2019 (USA, November 
2019), Nominee for Naji Naaman Literary Laureate 
Prize 2020, November 2019). She was nominated for 
the iWoman Global Awards 2020 (December 2019). 
Author’s works can be found in anthologies and literary 
magazines worldwide. 


THE EXIT 


O grateful life! We enter with a tear. 

The radiant peace that must be circulating 
As the soul gives notice. 

“T am here”, stand back 

And I will live like no other. 

I will hold a lifetime of huntsman visions, 
Conquering all fears and giving life. 

And when a knock is heard, 

I will depart with a bang, 

Announcing myself to the new world. 
Fully aware of my belonging. 


Ferris E Jones: He writes poetry and screenplays from 
his residence in Puyallup, Washington. His work has 
been published in Se La Vie Writers Journal, Write on 
Magazine, Outlaw Poetry, Degenerate Literature 17, 
Tuck Magazine, The Literary Hatchet, Warriors with 
Wings and other literary periodicals. He is the recipient of 
two Grants from the Nevada Arts Council and published 
several collections of poetry. www.inquisitionpoetry. 


com 


RUSH HOUR 


parijat flowers 

on her pillow— 

wake up alarm 

He is in a hurry to go to office. She is in a hurry to give 
him breakfast. Haphazardly thrown poha sits in the 
corner of the plate. The tea stumbles into the saucer. He 
eats his meal and leaves for office. 

It is a daily ritual for her to sit quietly sipping coffee after 
he leaves. 

She looks for the cup in which she has taken out the 
instant coffee powder. Now it is just a matter of pouring 
water and milk. However her cup is not on the kitchen 
platform but in the sink waiting to be cleaned. 

“Did I give him tea mixed with coffee powder? But he did 
not complain!”, she mutters to herself and distractedly 
drinks up the water and milk mixture. 

the blue butterfly 

closes its wings— 

a respite 
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Gauri Dixit: When not busy working in her office, she is 
busy being a traveller, climbing mountains, walking on 
untrodden paths, capturing the voice of a solitary flower 
blossoming from a rock or the bird sitting on a hanging 
branch, sometimes the setting sun or the sea in her camera 
as well as in the words she weaves. Her poems speak in 
a voice which is unique, cold and direct. That she has 
been a part of many anthologies as well as a Reuel Prize 
awardee and had commendable mention at Destiny’s 
Poet is incidental. In her first book, ‘In My Skin, I Find 
Freedom’, there are poems on varied subjects, yet there 
is acommon thread of a skeptical questioning mind of a 
free woman. 


MAGIC OF LOVE 


In the hustle and bustle of this humdrum life 
Amidst the noise and commotion 

When someone like you passes by 

Lips may remain silent but a smile shines 

My eyes seem glowing in the dark 

When you look at me passionately 

In that enamoured evening 

Filled with the warmth of our breaths 

Quivering lips waiting to break the silence 

Our heartbeats in the breathless moments 

You are my sunshine that I see in the rain 

You are my smile which makes me forget all pain 
It is our love that makes the earth so beautiful 

It is for us that the flowers bloom and the birds sing 
It is for you that I blush 

It is the magic of love that lightens our lives 
Without a fear we walk in an unknown path 

To discover more magic 

Of life...of love... 
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Gayatree G. Lahon: Gayatree is a poet and a teacher 
from Assam, India. Poetry is a passion for her. Being 
an aesthete she finds beauty everywhere and her poems 
reflect her love for life and nature. Her poems have 
been published in many anthologies, magazines and 
newspapers, both national and international. 


Remember Mrs. Leech, son, (hope the spelling is right) 
She wore a blue frock with white flowers and a belt. Her 
oily 

hair stuck to her forehead and curled down. Water dripped 
in her house when it rained. You sat with your handwriting 
notebook 


writing slowly while the roof leaked and fell into a 
bucket in rhythm. 


She asked when I was late if you were hungry and offered 
you dried up chapatis that she ate with sugar. You sat 
with it for a long time, staring at the piano in a corner, till 
I came and took you away. 


Geeta Varma: She has been a teacher for thirty years 
and a freelance journalist. She is now an Educational 
Consultant and writes for Deccan Herald. She enjoys 
working with children and has conducted many creative 
workshops. Her interests include music, reading, writing 
(poems and stories for children) and travelling. 


AS MY BLACK SOUL 
SPEAKS 


Hurt not the pulpit that palpitates, 

It may be just your knee but it aches, 
Penitence comes not without love, 

Even as you implore for grace from above, 


Force me not down for the colour of the bitumen path, 
No fragrance can clean blood nor bath, 

You’ve stooped down to a mere monster unfeeling, 

My angst and pain will never die even as you’ re kneeling, 


What did I do for you to claim my life, 
Or my kind who have dealt with every strife? 


Roses on my coffin will never wake now, 
Or seas of humanity marching to take a bow, 
Seething with rage to find justice for your folly, 


Eternal in a better place now where my soul you can 
never sully. 
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Geethanjali Dilip: Geethanjali takes her name seriously 
and evolves as a handful of songs. A French teacher by 
profession, she contributes to several ezines and blogs. 
She is a recipient of The Reuel International award 
for Poetry 2017 and also the meritorious award for 
commendable mention in Great Indian Poetry Contest 
2018. Residing at Salem, India, Geeth believes that 
poetry connects and moves the world. 


ONLY YOU 


gentle waves 
and thoughts of you 
overlap... 


down the lane 

old familiar tune 
honeysuckle fragrance 
wafting in gentle breeze... 


green grass 
on hillock 
the lone willow weeps 


cold winter day 
our thoughts intertwine 
eyes speak candor 


Only you 
only you... 
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Glory Sasikala: She is a poet, writer, and publisher 
residing currently in Chennai, Tamilnadu, India. She 
is the Editor and Publisher of the monthly poetry and 
prose magazine ‘GloMag’ and is the administrator of the 
GloMag Group on Facebook. 


IN MEMORY OF GEORGE 
FLOYD 


life echoes across the vast theatre stage 

darkness in its macabre role 

shuts out the light with a swift slew of its callous hands 
death comes dressed in all its irony 

death came with murderous intent on Memorial Day 

the day we honour men and woman who gave up their 
lives 

for liberty, justice, and equality to make the world a 
better place for all 


he was not the enemy but his colour was being black was 
a death sentence 

in the eyes and mind of those who believed 

in a false sense of supremacy 

on this solemn day of remembrance they came from far 
and wide 


to commemorate his life, to decorate the spot where he 
had fallen 


with flowers and cards of sympathy 
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if death be a tragedy, it must be here on the black tarmac 
alongside the pavement. 

at the intersection of E 38" Street and Chicago Avenue 
in Minneapolis 

his life became more significant than death, 

and his death become an ode, the music of which we will 
sing forever 


Gonapragasen Naicker Aka Danny: He is an Indian 
born, and brought up in South Africa. He has been 
fascinated by, and writing poetry since his early 
boyhood. He has performed his poetry at various forums, 
including the Poetry Africa Festival, the Mauritian 
Writers’ Association, and Glorioustimes, India. He is 
the Convenor of the Live Poets Society, Durban, South 
Africa. 


REFUGE 


Mother’s oversized wool sweater is peering out 
from the smoky kitchen, 

I have kept my memories in the 

well-sewn shirt pocket, 

who has taken it? 


I go out to the streets, to the processions 
afternoon light fails, 

words spooling through my mind 

words intact, beautiful, despairing 

who has taken my exile? 


The soft rains wet my footsteps 

on the garden path, 

a flood of colours sweeps the flowerbed 

the birds are way up in the middle of the sky, 
satiating my secret thirst. 


Gone is the soft hum of faraway flute man 
unfamiliar ants are looking to be noticed, 
a slow scream floats across the coconut groves, 
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numbed to the outside world 
I take refuge slowly in my forgotten past. 


Gopal Lahiri: I am a bilingual poet, writer, critic and 
translator residing in Kolkata. I have contributed to 
various anthologies and have also published nine volumes 
of poetry in English and seven volumes in Bengali. In 
addition, I have also jointly edited two anthologies of 
poems in English and also have one translation work of 
short stories of Israel, translated by me from English to 
Bengali. I have recently edited a book on selected songs 
of Tagore translated in English. I am currently editing a 
collection of poems on Jallianwalabagh Martyrdom. 


THE THIRD DAY 


Original: Assamese : Guna Moran 
Translation: Bibekananda Choudhury 
She is sitting to partake a meal 

Pushing aside pangs of sorrow 


No one dies of sorrow 
Hunger remains 
Till one is alive 


Death gets dwarfed by hunger 


Guna Moran: He is an Assamese poet and critic. His 
poems are being translated into Italian and France 
language and have been published in various national and 
international magazines, journals, websites, newspapers 
such as The Tuck magazine, Spillword, The Merak 
magazine, The Setu magazine, Story Mirror, The Poem 
Hunter, The Sentinal, The Hills Times, Best Poetry and 
so on. 


GHAZAL 


With age, intellectual frenzy and fire extinguish, so 
weary poet pleads, 


Can I be Timon or King Lear or William Blake once 
again, the hoary poet pleads 


Refreshing weather, peaceful mind, soothing environ 
and acre of green grass 


What else would you need when spirit of body is gone, 
the teary poet pleads 


Don’t sit lonely there on the doorsill— 

it’s an omen that invites an ill 

Come inside, let’s sit in corner and weave poetry, the 
solitary poet pleads 

Under the shades of gloomy night, I learned Ghazals, 
lyrics and couplets 

The vicious time made me forget even the words, the 
angry poet pleads 
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Let me roam the empty streets, let me get lost in the 
mystery of life 

He who searched the truth, truth dawned on him; break 
on me, the bleary poet pleads 


Imran Yousuf: He is a Poet/Writer/Columnist from 
Kashmir, India. Currently working as Columnist and 
Journalist, he has contributed his poems to various reputed 
magazines, journals and international anthologies. He 
has also written a series of articles about the great Poets 
of the Kashmir Valley (starting from 14th century) that 
were published in various newspapers and magazines 
and now being compiled into a book, expected to be 
launched soon. 


RHYTHM 


“Catch the rhythm, lest, 
You be out of rhythm.” 
True. Rhythm is intrinsic 
in nature. 


Repetitive pattern, progression 
Is inbuilt. 


To be normal, 

Heart has to be regular 
In rhythm. Should not 
Skip a beat. 


To be aesthetic— 
euphonic or harmonious— 
Everything has to be in 

Its natural rhythm. 


Anything arrhythmic— 
Out of rhythm— 
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Has to be restored 
To its original, natural rhythm. 


Identify, feel, follow 
The flow of natural rhythm. 


Jagadish Prasad: I am writer residing in Chennai, 
Tamilnadu, India. I am an HR and Media consultant/ 
Resource Person and also a partner in an HR/Talent 
Resources consultancy company. I have contributed 
poems to the annual magazine of Chennai poets circle, 
Chennai. I have also contributed prose and poetry to the 
in-house magazine of IOB (Iobian). 


TO REPAIR A DOLL 


All the little limbs 

attach to the vinyl torso; 

forget not the color of her hair— 
straight black. 

Paint the eyes and eyelashes dark 
with melancholy profound 

and the lips a dusky pink, 

kissed by many. 

Yes, my Pygmalion, 

the lavender summer gown becomes me: 
but where is the Queen’s crown? 


Did you put in the heart 

where tears run in arteries and veins? 

The soul of a regent bruised purple 

with pain? 

The sword of steel gleams in 

the sun and the rain. 

The jeweled chain of gold breathes 

out the flaming sun. 

Yes, Pygmalion, I love the lavender summer gown: 
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but you must remember that 
I am no plaything: I wear a Queen’s crown. 


Jagari Mukherjee: She holds an MA in English 
Language and Literature from University of Pune, and 
was awarded a gold medal and several prizes by the 
University for excelling in her discipline. Her poems and 
other creative pieces have been published in different 
venues both in India and abroad. She is a Best of the 
Net 2018 nominee, a DAAD scholar from Technical 
University, Dresden, Germany, a Bear River alumna, 
and the winner of the Poeisis Award for Excellence in 
Poetry 2019, among other awards. She recently won the 
Reuel International Prize For Poetry 2019. Her chapbook 
Between Pages was published by Cherry-House Press, 
Illinois, USA, in June 2019. 


POWER OF MEDITATION 


Testing times demand 

Calm mind 

Calm soul 

To make decisions 

And deliver content efficiently, 


Meditation could be, 
The best solution!! 

To relax mind 

And soul 

To soothen the nerves 
And to unlock the potential 
Inner peace and patience 
New ideas and creativity 
And, above all 

(A sense of satisfaction 
And gratification) 


Jayant Singhal: I am a writer residing in Delhi, India. I 
am an Economics graduate. I have contributed to various 
anthologies in the past. 
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SHIMMERING 


That summer I wanted to 
take off all my clothes. 

Be naked under the sun. 
Tango all over warm grass, 
so warm, warm. 


Noontime perfumed berries 
and lush grass. Beneath honey 
locust through hushed woods 
we found this spring, 

a secret susurrus disco. 


My feet began two-stepping 
over slippery pebbles. 
Threading soft water, the sun 
dresses us in golden sequins. 


Your hand reaches for me. 


Joan McNerney: Her poetry has been included in 
numerous literary magazines and anthologies. She has 
four Best of the Net nominations. 
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SUDDEN RAIN 


Driving my sedan I was gliding through the hills during a 
chilly evening. The wide range of the deodars and pines 
made the crisp green air moist and slippery at every turn. 


Suddenly after sundown the sky started downpouring, 
melting all the green hues into a blurred oblivion. The 
wiper scratched the haze of my vision on the windscreen. 
Violet blue thunders gashed through the flesh of the sky 
and ripped open its stillness. 

At a whispering turn I saw a solitary lady fully drenched, 
waiting for a lift. She was dimly visible in the rain-mist. 
My drenched car headlight figured her out of nowhere. 

I was a bit bewildered when she came shivering, wet 
and cold and sat straight onto my lap burying her face 
in my chest, lightly embracing me with both her arms as 
if desperate for a little human warmth. She did not even 
find it necessary to explain nor did I inquire. There was 
only a stunned silence inside the car. Outside it poured as 
if it hadn’t rained since thousand years. 

I kept driving in a trance through the meandering haze. 
Her breath was all over my soul like distant warm smell 
of roses. I noticed there were fresh blood stains at various 
places on her face, lips, neck and arms. Her rain-soaked 
transparent sari revealed some other blood spots too on 
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her body. But there were no wounds anywhere, nor any 
sign of pain or torture in her placid expression. Only 
there was blood without wound. 


I was not sure how long I drove like that among the rainy 
hills. 


Suddenly I had to stop at a toll plaza. But when did I 
cross the hills and reached the highway I hardly could 
remember. There was no sign of rain on my windscreen, 
not even a single fallen leaf or broken twig from any 
wayside tree. 

Only there were a few fresh blood-red rose petals on my 
lap. 


Kakoli Ghosh: She is a poet/short story writer from 
Durgapur, West Bengal, India. She wears many hats—a 
freelance writer, painter, beauty advisor and jewellery 
designer and has a keen interest in music and art in 
general. Apart from contributing to various anthologies, 
she has also published a poetry book. 
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THE RIVER OF WORDS 


I met a river of words as on a stroll I went one day... 


We said hello and strolled on together, a friendly banter 
flowing... 


“Why, you are so gentle, while the other day 
You were quite wild”, said I... 

Quoth he: “A million molecules of water am I 
A million moods”... 

“From upon the hill I come in a downpour 
Like a wild lion’s roar... 

Like a gentle gazelle 

I nimbly slope into the woods... 

Like a sturdy horse’s canter 

I toss my foamy mane, 

Down into valley and plain... 

A courier of the Earth am I, 


For I carry the melted snow in my full-bodied milky 
Beli: 


And the rich silt for the crops is my gift too, 
I’m the fish-whisperer, ferrying them long-distance. 
And the home of algae... 
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Care you to join me or my adventures?” 

“No, thank you, River’, said I, for my home had come... 
“T’ll see you by the Sea, then, at the end of my life...”, 
it said.. 

“Oh, it’s not an end though, I'll wave goodbye”, said I. 


It was a great conversation, indeed. 
That morning, with a river. 


Kamar Sultana Sheik: She is a poet, writing mostly 
on themes of spirituality, mysticism, and nature with a 
focus in Sufi Poetry. Her professional career spanning 18 
years has been in various organizations and Institutions 
including the IT sector. She is a self-styled life coach and 
has currently taken a break to focus on her writing full- 
time. Sultana has contributed to various anthologies and 
won several prizes in poetry contests. A green enthusiast, 
blogger and content writer, Sultana calls herself a 
wordsmith. 
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SONNET 33, A TIMELESS 
SPLENDOR 


My gnarly bent fingers gripping tightly, 

the buttered, black raspberry jam covered, 
hot freshly toasted burnt english muffin. 
Sunrise has arrived with a cool spring breeze; 
my hot coffee patiently waits as does 

my excitable, little chihuahua. 

So off we go out through the sliding doors 
slippers on with mug, pen and pad in hand. 
Blue jays joust over old sunflower seeds. 

On the back porch I watch the little dog 
chasing the ghostly hoodoos and whatsits 
throughout the grass around the fenced yard but 
barista’s aren’t here so inside we go; 

for another cup of timeless splendor. 
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Ken Allan Dronsfield: He is a disabled veteran and 
prize-winning poet from New Hampshire, now residing 
in Oklahoma. A proud member of the Poetry Society of 
New Hampshire, he has five poetry collections to date; 
‘The Cellaring’, ‘A Taint of Pity’, ‘Zephyr’s Whisper’, 
‘The Cellaring, Second Edition’ and ‘Sonnets and 
Scribbles’. Ken’s been nominated three times for the 
Pushcart Prize and six times for Best of the Net. He was 
First Prize Winner for the 2018 and 2019 Realistic Poetry 
International Nature Poetry Contests. Ken loves writing, 
hiking, thunderstorms, and spending time with his cats 
Willa and Yumpy. 
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TRANSLATION OF THE 
HINDI SONG ‘DOST 


DOST NA RAHA’ 
(1) 


I have lost my friend; I have lost my love 
I have lost my faith in life itself 


My friend, you were my chosen comrade in the journey 
of my life 

I had entrusted my loved one with you 

But the one who knew my secrets has let them out 


My love, you were the one who embraced me in fear 
And whispered with a lump in your throat 

You shed copious drops of tears when I was leaving 
The night of delusion is over 

I’m no longer drunk in love 


My naive heart treasured faithfulness all the time 


It kept smiling even when pierced with a poisonous 
needle 
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But now my heart has no expectations at all 


I have lost my fried, my love, my faith in life itself 


Note: 

Movie: Sangam (1964) 

Singer: Mukesh 

Actor: Raj Kapoor, Rajendra Kumar, Vyjayantimala 
Lyricist: Shailendra 

Music By: Shankar Jaikishan 


Kerala Varma: He hails from Chirakkal (Kannur). He 
is a former Deputy General Manager of State Bank of 
India and lives in Chennai with his wife Chitra. He is an 
amateur writer, who believes in “simple living, simple 
thinking”, welcoming enrichers of life like love, humour, 
long walk, the river, sea, mountain, books, music and 
Internet and avoiding complicaters of life like greed, 
anger, ambition, sentimentalism, sexism, god, rituals, 
religion and superstitions. 
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EYEING THE MARINER 


Bones lose their élan as years burrow 
into the marrow; Age has a canny 
way of nudging the missive. 

The last sigh may not smell of rose. 


Faces that were known in the vicinity 

of your own orbit now seem jaded. 

Their paths hardly crossed yours, tempers 
frayed by the travails of the journey. 


Their eyes meet yours, yet seem so far 

that memories do not wet the shore. 

As if a tsunami of time has left a gaping void. 
Have faces shrivelled to a ghostly outline? 

A “hello” sounds emptier than the beating 

Of the drum; stands out as an odd decibel 
unblessed by a well woven song. 

Lingo losing its sap, a drifting wood. 


Is it now a wait only for the last moment, a 
weather-hewn canoe eyeing the mariner? 
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K .S. Subramanian: I am a poet and short story writer 
living in Chennai. I have published two volumes of 
verse through Writers Workshop, Kolkata. I have 
nine published short stories and also poems in several 
anthologies. “Dreams” got the Asian Age prize. 
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GIVE PRAISE UNTO GOD 
‘ALWAYS’ 


Vl praise Him 

when things are going right 
and even 

when things are tight 


ill give Him praise 

when all things goes wrong 

and remind myself when I feel weak 
in Him i’m strong 


ill praise Him 

in the storm 

knowing that in it 

ill find form 

ill give Him praise 

when I don’t have a cent in my bank account 
with the assurance 

that God is always around 


Vl praise Him 
when i’m battered and bruised 
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V1l stand firm in faith 
even when all hell break lose 


ill give Him praise 

when i’m down to nothing 
knowing that in that very moment 
my God is up to something 


on the mountain and in the valley 
ill give Him praise 

V1l worship Him 

in my darkest days 


ill give Him thanks in all circumstances 
ill give praise unto God ‘ALWAYS’ 


Leroy Abrahams: He lives in South Africa, Port 
Elizabeth, Helenvale. He currently works as a Spot 
Welder at a Motor Industry Firm. He is a Published 
Author and enjoys writing poetry. His first book 
entitled, ‘Verse en Inspirasie’ was published by Selwyn 
Milborrow (Milborrow Media). His second book 
entitled, “Testimony in Poetry’ was published by Bevan 
Boggenpoel, and the third book entitled, ‘In Pursuit of 
Poetic Perfection,’ which he wrote together with Bevan 
Boggenpoel, Selwyn Milborrow, and Don Beukes was 
published by Milborrow Media. His poetry describes 
himself and how God has transformed his life. He is also 
a member of a Master Class group of writers as well as 
Afrikaanse Digters. 
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SOULREADER 


He paid with paper money 

to get a quick salvage, 

to retrieve what he had let go, 
to recover what he had lost. 


He placed all his bets upon that spread, 
but one bent card wrecks the deck 

and stacked the pile akilter. 

His future thrown off course 

through a single paper’s weakness. 


Linda Imbler: I am a poet residing in Wichita, Kansas, 
USA. Iam a retired teacher. I have contributed to various 
anthologies. I have six published poetry collections and 
one hybrid collection of short stories and linked poetry. 
I am currently working on the second edition of my first 
poetry collection, to be released in July. 
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MUTE VOWELS 


The mute vowels suddenly jerk 

The tug of war between the quiet consonants pull 
Either and tether to diverse diameter 

The ebb and flow of emotional gush 

The tide and ride of poignant crush 

Made me stand in cross 

To evaluate the cherry trot 

To estimate the Perry berth 

To conjugate the idioms that crutch 

Me to aspire for a pinkish bloom 

A scintillating sky and the white divine moon 
The chapter of rhapsody 

The section of melody 

The fragrance of tuberose 

The smell of exotic red rose 

Those which hush in my fantasy kingdom 


Those are my mute vowels which stroll in my lonesome 
phylum 
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Lopamudra Mishra: She resides in Bhubaneswar 
Orissa. She completed her graduation in English Hons 
from Sailabala Women’s college, Cuttack and post- 
graduation in English from Ravenshaw University, 
Cuttack. Her fascination for writing came from her 
grandfather and father from an early age. Writing for her 
is the powerful medium of expression. Her poems have 
been published in many magazines and anthologies. Her 
works include her very own published books, ‘Rhyme 
Of Rain’, ‘First Rain’, ‘Tingling Parables’, and ‘Rivulet 
Of Emotions’. 
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RAINDROPS 


A sudden overpowering twist in the wayward weather 
Gathering of cumulus clouds for a joyful get together 
Swaying trees, fallen leaves, flirting with the winds 


Raindrops start falling lightly, on the contours of my face 
Trickling down quietly, filled with love frills 
Gentle and Silken soft, velvety feel 


Each drop is a treasure, reminisce of you, darling 

Our walking side by side, in the rain getting wet that day 
Running for cover, trembling, squealing in delight 

It is my most delightful memory 

I felt supremely precious in your embrace 

Smothered by your delicious passionate kisses 


I stole your smiles and a little bit of your hearty laughter 
I sent many splendid sunshines for warmth your way 
Also a million moonshines for the calm and sereneness 
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Our love a divine interlude, savoring the delicate 
cherished feeling 


Overwhelming emotions, caressing my heart 


Love trickles in my flowing tears, along with the 
raindrops 


Lubna Ahmed: She is a Certified Master Neurological 
Linguistic Programming (NLP) Practitioner; NLP 
Workshop Facilitator and Soft Skills trainer; and Certified 
Advanced Life Coach. She conducts SuperKoolKids 
Art Therapy workshops. She resides in Delhi with her 
family. She has managed to carve a niche for herself in 
the literary world by her ever so simple ‘Love poems’. 
‘Princess Lubna’ is her pen name, her writers’ identity. 
Her love poems are spiritual and have a Mystical 
Aura. She has written many poems for National and 
International Anthologies. She is an avid traveller. 
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SYMPHONY OF SOUL 


Hearts humming a distinct melodious tune 

As if reverberating melody of the shifting sand dunes 
The enchanting love, sparkling, in and out 
Shining bright, all through-out 

The salty sea, the lustrous sky and the serene balmy night 
Holding each other’s hand, walking side by side. 
The cool breeze gently, caressing the skin 

The silvery night reflecting a glowing sheen 

The happy souls indigenously, stealing glance 
Lost in the momentum, as if in a trance 

The divine innovation, shone in twinkling eyes 
Intricacies of emotions, baffling in and out 

The softness, the sweetness and the splashing tide 
Enfolded together in a passionate embrace 
Exquisite and serene, the sweet nectar of love 
Intoxicating and intense, the adrenaline rush 
Vivacious and effulgent, ebb and flow 

Stars and moon in accordance, glitter and glow 
The ruffling waves lapping ecstatically at feet 


As if in synchronicity with the palpitation of the 
enamored hearts. 
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Liplocked in ecstasy, the momentum of bliss 

The serendipity and the harmonious symphony of souls 
Enthralling expertise of a fulfilling, vigorous life 
Embossed in an oyster, like a precious pearl 

As if shining armour in an embodiment of love and light! 


Madhu Jaiswal: She is a poet, writer, editor and a social 
worker based in Kolkata, India. She has got published 
in various national and international anthologies and 
is regularly featured in popular literary magazines and 
e-zines. As an executive editor of The Impish Lass 
Publishing House, Mumbai, she has 5 anthologies to her 
credit. Madhu is a friendly, optimistic and compassionate 
person who believes in humanity and volunteers for 
the upliftment of the underprivileged and destitute. 
According to her, hope, belief, and perseverance are 
the powerful mantras that have the ability to pave our 
path towards success no matter what. Her writings often 
revolve around these keywords. She can be contacted at 
madhuj2203@gmail.com. 
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A CUP FULL OF TEA... 


After days I had that 

Cup of sugar-laden tea, 
Exactly the way you liked it, 
Sweet and caramelly, 

With that hint of cardamom 
And a slight drizzle of milk, 
It tasted a little bitter in the beginning 
Reacting with the ptyalin, 
Confronting the amylase 
And then won over, 

The golden brown liquor, 
Your most loved, 

Livened me up, 

Sip after sip, 

Activating the papillae 

And the taste buds within, 
As it went down my throat 
Drop by drop, 
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Transporting me to you 
While I closed my eyes, 
In each of the droplets 

I could taste you! 


Madhumita Bhattacharjee Nayyar: She is a bilingual 
writer (writing both in Hindi and English). A poetess, 
blogger, lifeskills counsellor, healer, she is also a social 
commentator and works with women and children. She 
is the author of “THE NIGHT JASMINE AND OTHER 
LOVE POEMS”. She is the winner of ICON OF THE 
YEAR-LIFESKILLS COUNSELLOR = 2015-2016, 
CREATIVE WRITER OF THE YEAR 2016, and Indian 
Women Achievers Award 2016 for Creative Writing. 
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RESTRAINT 


What is restrain? 

Opening books 

when feel like calling 

Putting off phone 

when feel like WhatsApp 
Trying to study 

when feel like sleeping 

Eating roti 

when feel like biriyani 
Drinking coffee 

when feel like beer 

Taking walk 

when feel like couching 
Doesn’t the sun feel so at times? 
Of course it does... 

The modern sun is surely truant 
no seasons and climes 

no rains and clouds 

it just lets itself go at times! 
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Madhu Sriwastav: She is an Assistant Professor of 
English at Bamanpukur Humayun Kabir Mahavidyalaya, 
West Bengal. She is based in Kolkata. She is a poet, 
critic, translator, reviewer and short story writer. Her 
poems have been published in various National and 
International journals and anthologies such as Setu, 
GloMag, Borderless Journal, OPA, The Vase, Culture 
and Diversity, and Teesta Review Journal Poetry. She is 
a performing poet and writes on anything that touches 
her. 
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A BEAUTIFUL, CRAZY 
MAN 


He talks of beauty through the days 
Nature is his sole yaar* 


Filtering his pen with the glitter of moon 
He pours his shokh shayri on paper 


During the day, he crafts the necks of tall buildings 


And in evening, perfects the contours of two cranes 
kissing the sun 


Guarding his feet firmly on ground 
He reflects on the beauty of stars 


To such a man 


What tarkashi* of gold should I engrave on sheesham 
boxes? 


What guldasta* of stars 
should I make? 
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What kalamkari* of a Rose should I weave ? 
If ever should I think of gifting him something 


So to such a man, 
I decided to gift 


A hint of Moon’s fragrance 
A few sticks of sandalwood 


A handful of plum Cherries 
Some peach blossoms, honey 


And a vine of Bougainville along with a tree Of Parijaat 


Whose purple pink flowers would dance a symphony 
into his house garden 


And whose white spell would 
Cast as drizzles hanging in sun 


Etching for his eyes a gorgeous rainbow 

Yaar* : Friend 

Tarkashi* : An artwork with gold threads done on wood 
Guldasta: Flowerpot 


Kalamkari: A kind of weaving famous in the southern 
state of Andhra Pradesh 


Manisha Manhas: Manisha is a Poet residing in 
Pathankot. She has been published in many national 
and international journals. Writing poetry is a cathartic 
experience for her. 
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STORY OF A TEAR 


Pain too strong to hold, the heart gave way, 

Flashback and memories of some days, 

And here I collected in the eyes, the pride let me be full, 
It was the treacherous blink, which made me roll! 
Desolating the stung eyes, 

Staining, moistening cheeks on the way 

Dripples the Nose, the mouth sighs, 

Lighter gets the heart, as I further move away! 

So much is the story of my life, 


Rolling away the pain I end up as a stain patchy and 
white! 


Mansi Sharma: She is a passionate writer, who sowed 
seeds and watered the plants of writing while basking 
in the warmth of motherhood! A former Officer in a 
govt. Organizational with a degree in Management and a 
literary heart, is now taking baby steps just like her baby, 
towards writing! 


KARMA 


What is it? 

Where does it all start? 

Your actions, your reasoning 
Contemplative awakening. 


The good, the bad 

Is all in the mind 
When karma stands tall 
Everything befalls. 


The cause and the effect 
The consequences it met 
What happens to someone 
It’s the effect of their action. 
At times, we are foolish 
Believe in our power 

To hold things right 

To manipulate the contrite. 


Let your actions take the hold 
Removing the mask of being cold 
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Revenge is not required 
When karma is admired. 


The enlightenment from within 
The dharma that stores the sin 
Nothing more would create agony 
Your karma becomes your destiny. 


Mehak Gupta Grover: She is the author of three 
books—THE HUMANE QUEST (volume-1, 2, & 3), 
published by Authorspress, New Delhi. She has been 
bestowed with ‘100 Inspiring Authors of India’ award 
in Kolkata. She has also been honored with the ‘Women 
of Influence 2019’ award presented on women’s day in 
New Delhi. Along with her books, her work has been 
published in various anthologies and she is the recipient 
of various other prizes in poetry competitions as well. 
(mehakgrover@amartex.com) 
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OF FAITH AND TRUST... 
MAN AND WIFE 


Fingers locked hand in hand 

We walked down that aisle 

After all the vows and oaths 

She was all smiles and happy 

Late at night when the guests had gone 
We entered the decked up room 

I turned to smile at her with love 

Her face turned red and there she was 
Staring at me something I never expected 
There’s nothing between you and me 
Everything’s over she said right at my face 
What? What did she say just now? 

The whole world spinning I started to sweat 
What went wrong where? 

Why did she hurt me by saying so? 
Families now convincing us to be together 
For what? So that they can gossip a little more? 
But her adamant and arrogant behaviour 
The shame she brought to my family 
Never again do I want to drown myself 

In this dirty pool called marriage 
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I’m pretty sure I was very clear 
When I said I do 

A couple of years now 

I in my den all alone 

A nightmare just passed away 
Giving me no clues 

Why the marriage ended 


Merlyn Alexander: I’m a poetess residing in Nagercoil, 
India. I’m a housewife. My passion includes writing, 
cooking, and painting. I have contributed to many 
anthologies. I have published six books in Haiku Poetry. 
I’m currently waiting for my first anthology of English 
poems to be published soon. 


VODKA OMELET 


Make it clear in my mind, Jesus, 

am I whacked-out on Double Cross Vodka 

or have I flipped out calling myself 

Limburger omelet chef? 

I hate question marks and angels 

with crazed wings. 

You know the type, John the Baptist 

toking weed, stoned out of his mind, storyteller, 
foul smells from poor hygiene, eating habits 
open mouth, swallowing grasshoppers, 

so silky, smooth as sweet honey. 

Add 3 eggs in a skillet, Parmesan/Romano blend, 
2 cheeses add-on, shiitake mushrooms, turmeric, 
chopped kale, hint hot chili peppers, cheers. 
Scramble me, I’m cracked. 

I rock faith in jungle music, dance nude. 
Everything is a potential poem to me. 

My omelet, my life, my booze, master cook, 
vodka 

omelet 

2:38 a.m. 
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Michael Lee Johnson: He is a dual citizen of the United 
States and Canada. Today, he is a poet, freelance writer, 
amateur photographer, and small business owner in 
Itasca, DuPage County, Illinois. He is published in more 
than 1072 new publications. His poems have appeared 
in 38 countries. He edits, and he publishes 10 poetry 
sites. He has been nominated for 2 Pushcart Prize awards 
poetry 2015/1 Best of the Net 2016/2 Best of the Net 
2017, 2 Best of the Net 2018. 198 poetry videos are now 
on YouTube. 
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GLASS WOMAN'S HOUSE 


The glass woman, 
seen whole only in reflections of others, 


there in her glass house of shrinking windows 
and growing shoulds, 
a stone’s throw away from being revealed. 


Shines in her sorrows, 
shimmers in her fears, 
shakes in her solitude. 


Throw that stone, boy, 

hurl the brick, 

but aim away from the glass woman. 

Hit her sorrows and fears, 

strike the solitude and break 

those panes of should; 

take up a mallet and ruin her house of oughts and wishes. 
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Let her shimmer in the light shining 
from strength she never knew she had. 
Then help her build a new house that’s not so fragile. 


Michael A. Griffith: He began writing poetry after a 
disability-causing accident. His chapbooks Bloodline 
(The Blue Nib Imprint) and Exposed (Soma Publishing 
and Hidden Constellation Press) were released in 
November 2018. Mike was nominated for the Pushcart 
Prize for poetry in October 2018. He lives in Hillsborough, 
NJ and teaches at Raritan Valley Community College. 
He is Poetry Editor (USA & Canada) for The Blue Nib. 

https://twitter.com/AuthorMGriffith 


https://michaelgriffithwordpress.wordpress.com 
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THAT PHULKARI HAND 
EMBROIDERED SILK 


LINEN SAREE 


I followed those peacocks on that saree of yours 
How they spread their rainbow colored wings 
And danced to the tune of that shepherd boy 


Who rested at the fringe ofa lake beneath a sprawling tree 
with its green branches shot out in different directions, 


I followed by my fingers every bit of that hand woven 
embroidered silk linen saree of yours, 


Peach in the border and ocean blue in the middle, 

And at once was I reminded of your gearing up for a 
party, 

I could visualise you perfecting your eyebrows 

And outer lines of your lips, 


Your practised hand moving effortlessly drawing lines 
with pencils of different shades—pink, red, brown. 


Then that saree you wore 
Peacocks started dancing over your supple breasts 
Till they would stop at the valley of your navel 


The shepherd boy must have fallen asleep in the paradise 
of that valley, 
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Drenched by fragrance of unknown blossoms which 
sprung out of the meadows like little stars dazzling bright 
under the sun of spring, 


Soft, lemony. 


That hand-woven embroidered silk linen saree of yours 
I have kept in my closet like a dream. 


Moinak Dutta: I am a poet and novelist, residing at 
Kolkata. I work as a teacher. I have contributed to 
various national and international anthologies. I have got 
two published fictions to my credit. My third fiction will 
be published soon. I have worked as editor of several 
anthologies. 
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A HAPPY WORLD 


dust on the land 

pollution in the sea 

it all seemed so dull and bland 

the Heart wept 

the soul with wounds deep and deep 
But now it seems 

That there is happy dust 

Everywhere that my body 

Sets its presence in 

It is like a world of happiness 

Maybe there were curtains on my eyes 
Curtains of hatred and sadness 

But now joy and gratefulness 

Have filled the deep wounds, my soul 
Happiness has finally manifested its presence 


Nakshata Agarwal: She is a budding writer studying in 
class 10. Her hobbies are singing and cooking. 
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WORDS ON MY MIRROR 


When you cannot separate allegiance from bondage, you 
have sold your stand. 


When loyalty equals slavery, you have mortgaged your 
rights. 


When passion is riding on stupidity, you have been 
caged. 


When unity is by force, you have been raped. 

When peace is a mirage, you have been shattered. 
When love is a pretense, you have been used. 

When the destination is opposing, check your mission. 


A sellout is also an outcast, for strangers can never be 
brethren. 


Stomach infrastructure is not natural resources. 
Zeal can be lustful. 

Wake up, the fantasy is a whitened sepulchre. 
Lullabies are for children. 

Wisdom is the triple of common sense. 


Ponder on these lines, your kinsmen are not all wrong 
lest you become a ghost home and abroad. 
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Ngozi Olivia Osuoha: I ama poet/writer/thinker residing 
in Nigeria. I currently enjoy my work as a writer; I have 
contributed to over forty international anthologies. I have 
also published three poetry books and co-authored one, 
and published over two hundred and fifty poems/articles 
in over twenty countries. Some of my pieces have been 
translated and published in different languages too. 
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FROM THE BANK OF A 
TRIBUTARY... 


Tickling noises of my mind echoed at noon, 
Cracked and dried bamboo lintels groaned then, 
And so my thatched roof also came in tune, 

Amidst those commotions, 

heartbeat was helplessly out of rhythm, 

And then, 

against my will the rebellious tears at last fell down. 


In that saga of midday sun and its baked hut, 
Protruding a pain; my beloved river in anger had given, 


laden with sufferings that left by past soil erosion and 
flood, 


Life ached to find me in my damp vest 
That was looking for little hope lying on a swamped bed. 


Like the budding twigs, day by day children are growing 
Seeds of love and happiness they sow in life so amazing 
the swollen wheat of my autumn; oh my beloved wife, 

I see hazel dreams through your black eyes. 
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Now all these seem a dream; blurry as if in the verge of 
end, 

Who knows when my village will be buried under waves 
and sand, 


Like every bygone years that succumbed to flood, 
everything is likely to vanish; a cry of despair sprouts in 
blood. 


How far I will run away from those terrified eyes, 

Just can’t see the pair of bulls and innocent cow losing 
their lives, 

the heavy breathes of my paddy field I water with my 
sweat...! 


I hear every dawn and every night it gives up hope. 
Tearing sky as if the roaring clouds would splash now, 
Swiping all, 

the deadly flood in its mad dash towards final blow. 


Nitusmita Saikia: By profession, an instructor in 
National Cadet Core, India, Nitusmita Saikia is a keen 
worshiper of literature. She is working presently in 
Jorhat Assam, India. She writes in both English and own 
regional language (Assamese). Being active in various 
online poetry groups and blogs, she has been writing 
for E-Magazines like Tuck Magazine(USA), FM- 
Online(USA) poetry magazine, and blog Sparking.biz. 
With these, her poems have been published in various 
poetry anthologies National and International. 
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THE ROAD IS MY HOME 


From the driveway of doubt I could... 

turn left onto the lane of loneliness 

right into the avenue of anxiety 

or head through the serpentine street to success 
At the crossroad of chaos, I 

steadfastly ignore the alley of anger 

move past the parking lot of pity 

and merge into the byway of bravery 

Trudging along for a while, I veer left and 
through the trail of tenacity I wend my way 
emerging onto the highway of hope 

I stay on course for a long while 

till I turn right onto the express way of empowerment 
Finally after a long journey 

I head back via the street of self-esteem 

Into the driveway of determination 

A full circle I have come 

An exploration in search of enlightenment 
That led me back where I started 

With a whole new view of the world. 
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Nivedita Karthik: I am a poet residing in Gurgaon, 
Haryana, India. I work as a freelance editor. I am an 
accomplished Bharatanatyam dancer, and my ramblings 
on subjects that catch my fancy can be found on my blog 
‘justrandomwithnk.com’. 
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PANDORA'S ANGST 


I am Pandora, created from clay 

Lovely, gifted and unfortunate 

The Gods gave me gifts 

Athena bestowed upon me silvery robes, 
beauty and knowledge of crafts. 

Aphrodite gave me grace and the knowledge 
to kindle wicked desires 

She also gave me the ability to lie and deceive 


The Graces adorned me with a headband of gold and 
garlands 


The last gift was a large box and I was forbidden to open 
it 


I had a destiny to fulfil and when my husband was not in 
the house, 


I opened the box. 
The stench of sickness, death, suffering and disease 
Made me catch my breath in horror 


Pests invaded my home and ghosts roamed freely around 
me 


Grief and horror stalked me relentlessly 
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Guilty and terrified I tried to close the box, but to no 
avail. 

I saw the pain of suffering but could do nothing to stop it. 
I wept, lamented and pleaded with the Gods, 

But they insisted that it was my destiny 

Then I saw Hope in the bottom of the box...hope... 
fleeting, uncertain but strangely comforting. 


Padmini Rambhatla: I am a poet, teacher and 
homemaker residing in Chennai, India. I work as a high 
school English teacher. I have contributed to GloMag 
and my children’s school magazine. I have not published 
anything so far but in the near future, I will. I also enjoy 
painting in different mediums, watching movies and 
listening to music. 
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MIRROR 


I look at you, 

My love, 

Hoping to see myself 
In all my glory. 

But instead, 

You stare at me frostily, 
Mouth harsh words, 
And turn away 

Leaving my need 

For acceptance, 

Tender consideration, 
And love, to hurt alone. 


I can scream 

In utter disappointment, 
Hate and spit filthy words, 

I can ensnare you 

With guilt and anger. 
Instead, 

My love, I choose to change 
The way I see myself 
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So the next time 

I look into the mirror 
I see exactly 

What I wish to see 
For love is a mirror 
That shows me 

How I see myself. 


Panjami Anand: I am an occult practitioner by 
profession. Sometimes it helps to know that we are all 
fighting secret battles and we are not the only ones in 
pain. I love to observe human relationships and nothing 
inspires my writing more. Thus, the dominating theme 
of all my writings are conflicts and triumphs of the same. 
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A DANCE IN THE 
MOONLIGHT 


“Tonight is special for us 
Shall we go for a dance in the full moon?’, 
says the man to his beloved. 


His lady love is thrilled to the core, 

she dances in full glee and splendour. 

Her sari swings elegantly in style. 

Perhaps the naughty wind has a secret desire 

to see her bare beauty without her man’s notice. 
Her long, plaited hair sways in the breeze, 
rattling anklets make a lovely music, 

together with the background rhythm 

of the mellifluous flow of water, 

she looks like an Apsara descended from the sky. 
As her enthralling dance keeps him in trance 

he too wants to join her jazz 

but for the oars keeps himself off. 
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The moon at a distance in full excitement 
cheers the couple with her flawless charm. 
The ocean looks brilliant, hued in dark blue 
having reflected in it the pristine blue sky. 


The panorama lifts their moods sky-high, 
they ascend to the moon to grab the goblet of honey. 


Pankajam: She is retired from BHEL as DM/Finance, 
and is a bilingual poet and novelist settled at Chennai, 
India. In addition to several poems, book reviews and 
articles published in national and international journals, 
she has twenty-two books to her credit, including thirteen 
books of poems, a translated poetry collection in French 
and three fictions in English. Three books on literary 
criticism viz., Femininity Poetic Endeavours, History 
of Contemporary Indian English Poetry-An Appraisal 
and Socio-Cultural Transition in Modern Indian English 
Writing & Translation discuss her works in detail. She 
has won many awards for poems and short stories 
including Rock Pebbles National Literary Award 2019. 
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NEW NORMAL 


In this confined existence, I thrive. 

To knowledge seek, into books I dive. 

I hear the litany of woes everywhere. 

Will this ever stop? Can we the ‘new normal’ bare? 
Our beautiful life we have taken for granted before. 
Now an uncertain life is knocking at the door. 

But we humans have biological and psychological 
plasticity. 

We will adapt and adjust to the new necessity. 

Let us not drown in the miasma of despair. 

Let us reach out, share and care. 

Enjoy the beauty of family life now. 

Cherish it, to the precious moments bow. 

Wipe away depression and panic. 

With happiness in our mind, we can never fall sick. 
Only through adaptation to changes can we survive. 
Through hope and love can we our normal life revive. 


GloMag August 2020 151 


Paramita Mukherjee Mullick: I am Dr. Paramita 
Mukherjee Mullick and I live in Mumbai. The sheer love 
of poetry transformed me into a poet from a scientist and 
educationist. I have started and am the President of the 
Intercultural Poetry and Performance Library (IPPL) 
Mumbai Chapter. I have five books to my credit and my 
poems have been published in more than 250 national and 
international journals. I am blessed to receive numerous 
awards including the Gold Rose from Argentina for 
promoting Literature and Culture. Some of my poems 
have been translated into 31 languages. 
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My father lived a soldier 
Struggled 

Fought 

Defeat he felt 

But as a soldier 

I was the most troublesome son 
Yet he loved me 

Forgave my mistakes. 


He could stand against the whole world 
Defend me, support me 
Encourage 


Always told me 
Do what is right. 


I could not be by his side 
When he died. 

His death he welcomed 
Always felt Death is beautiful. 
A Guru even now. 
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Parasuram Ramamoorthi: He is a poet with three 
published volumes of Poetry—Norwich Musings (2003); 
Fire courts Water 2009; and Neem Gita 2011. He is a 
Playwright, with twelve plays published and performed. 
He is an Autism Advocate and Pioneer in the field of 
Drama for Autism. He is the Chairman of VELVI www. 
velvi.org 
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A Half In This World, half in the next, I shout to the next. 
“Can you unload on here, please” 
pointing to my conveyor belt. 


“O, sorry, I was somewhere else.” 

The customer apologises for their blankness. 
When we begin afresh customers 

will bunch together, unafraid 


to touch one another, jostle 

and tap each other as old friends. 

All is social closeness. Perhaps, 

half of them were in this better place, 
where they weren’t buying for the street, 
or perhaps in this new world 

generosity will become a tradition, 


when one world will hold our full attention, 
we will be fully here and more alive. 
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Paul Brookes: I am a writer residing in Wombwell, 
England. I work as shop assistant. I have contributed to 
various anthologies. I have also published five poetry 
books. Forthcoming is another poetry collection called 
Ghost Holiday (Alien Buddha Press, 2018). My book 
‘Please Take Change’ was published by Cyberwit 
recently. 
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DAWN AND DUSK BY 
MY WINDOW 
A MELLIFLUOUS MELODY 


This morning from my window 
Chirp chirp! Sang the birds 


The blueish-grey, pearl white 
colored clouds 
moved and swayed in harmony 


The wind gusted and 
the birds flew 
feathers dancing and moving 
with the wind 


The birds it’s feathers light 
and little bones 
swirled with the wind 
smoothly reaching up hills, 
mountains and above 
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By my window 
sweet salubrious breeze 
carried the scent of flowers 
as I gazed the moon 
from my window 
the night light dazzled 


The moon shined 
and I was struck in awe 
admiration! 

And soon the birds 
came to rest 
sequestered in silence 
by its nest 


That night 
by my bedside 
I gazed outside 
and slowly slumbered 
toa 
deep 
sound, 
Sleep. 
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Pooja Suresh: Hello! I am Pooja Suresh, an upcoming 
Carnatic music vocalist and I perform concerts along 
with my sister. We sing as vocal duets and I also play 
the instrument Veena. I started writing as a hobby, and 
now, take part in various writing prompts and programs. 
I also recently completed a NANOWRIMO camp setting 
myself a goal of 10000 words and received an honorable 
mention for one of my poems on togetherness written for 
On Fire Cultural Movement. I aspire to write more and 
read more. 
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GRANDMA 


I ran back home that day 

With a bunch of complaints ready 
About how I dealt with my day 
Fighting with that chap called Eddie. 


In the scorching sun 

With the dirty skirt 

And a red untied ribbon, 

That clung to my mud-stained shirt. 


I tossed my shoes 

Removed my socks 

But why is the porch so full? 
I rushed inside, 

And there she lay, 

With a sea of visitors aside. 


Prabha Prakash: I am a poet residing in Kochi, Kerala. I am 
a Chartered Accountant and work as Senior Auditor at EY. My 
first poetry anthology ‘Lost Monsoon’ has been published by 
Writers Workshop Kolkata. I have been selected for the Reuel 
International Poetry Prize 2019. 
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THANK GOD 


Thank God! 

I missed the lonely train to night 

I was a bit late 

The train took away the star-studded 


Blue sky, the mountain, all those green trees, a river full 
of tidal waves. 


I won’t see the moon that looks like an assassin any 
more 


I won’t see the dream anymore 

I am left with the day now 

Light everywhere 

Life everywhere 

Bustling with activities the city 

Cacophony, chirping of birds 

Music everywhere. 

Peoples could see one another’s wounds 
Blood oozing everywhere. 

It’s broad daylight, scorching sun everywhere 


Human nomads leaving their place of livelihoods in 
search of life 


Hunger everywhere 
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Lonely feet talking to lonely feet 
Eerie silence everywhere. 


Prahallad Satpathy: He hails from the Balangir district 
of Odisha (India). He is a bilingual poet. He writes both 
in Odia and English. So far, he has published three 
anthologies of poetry in Odia. His poems have been 
published in national anthologies like Scaling Heights 
and international anthologies like Global Anthology on 
Peace and Harmony, Happy Isle, Feelings International. 
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WORDLESS SILENCES 


Some things are just not spoken of, 

Let those issues die a natural death, 

Some things are understood in a moment of epiphany, 
Some things best left unsaid, 

Either party is ignorant or immature, 

Let sleeping dogs lie, 

Why create a mountain out of a molehill?! 
Some things are best left unuttered, 

Why make them alive in sound?! 

Some things are unchangeable, 

Accept them as they are, 

Life’s failures are to be borne stoically, 
Clamp the storm behind pursed lips, 
Otherwise everything will burn to cinders, 
The good too with the bad and the ugly... 
Silence is golden... 


Pratima Apte: She is a poet residing in Pune, India. She 
is a homemaker and a grandmother! She used to write 
sporadically in the Pune edition’s Women’s page of 
the Indian Express. She loves reading and writing, and 
words are her world. 


WOMAN 


Burning always for others 
Spreading the light of love 
Doing everything without boredom 
Tired, but no complaint 

Work after work 

Recharge herself with dedication 
Energizes her family too 
Transforms hell into heaven 

The divine rejuvenator 

A miraculous gift of God 

The holy light that spreads 
Every nuke and corner 

Of each and every house 

Her mere presence 

Transforms each house 

Into a heavenly home. 
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Praveen Ranjit: He is a creative writer who gets 
inspiration from nature to social issues and enjoys writing 
poems on love, life, compassion, happiness, human 
relations, nature’s beauty etc. At a very young age he 
developed his writing skills, published poems in various 
anthologies and periodicals and received many awards 
for excellence. He was a professor in the Department 
of Commerce, St. Albert’s college, Kochi, Kerala from 
1981 to 2014. 
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THE GOLDEN SKY 


A yellowish west sky 

Grows young and defuse in majestic hue 

Throwing velvety orange net 

Across the green fields and houses 

Worldly pleasure soaring high 

Through the limitless sky 

Fancies’ world becoming visible 

Sweet bell starts to ring inside the chest 

Mind captures the divine beauty 

Of the green hills and mountains 

Blissful aroma binds the heart. 

I took a long walk through the nature’s green corridor 
Evening breeze blows around the scented flowers 
Touching my soul and feet 

Thirsty soul wants to kiss 

The vibrating colours of the setting sun 

Mind’s corridor get overflows with a whimsical buzz 
Brightness of sun seems to be lost in the cosmic hue 
Old sunshine wanders again in my solitary sky 
Fragrance of love blows through the air 

Kissing the silver net 

And I got unlimited wings to fly. 
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Preety Bora: Hailing from a beautiful state ‘Assam’ 
(India), the poetess, Mrs Preety Bora started writing 
from her college days. She lives in a city called Golaghat 
with her family. Nature inspires her to write poetry. She 
writes in both languages: in English and in Assamese 
(her mother tongue). Her poems have been published 
in various anthologies and magazines in India and in 
foreign countries. 
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NOT ALL TESTIMONIALS 


... Need be written on scraps of paper. 


Some are etched in a space where the 
The heart only whispers, 

Where words can dance 

And make whirling shapes and draw 
Meanings from nothingness, 

But where most of all, 

They needn’t be said at all. 


Not all testimonials are words. 

Some are just moments of silence 
Shared, moments walked together 
Where understanding has precedence 
Over utterance. 


Not all testimonials need be shared. 
Some remain silent witness 

To gestures of kindness and 
Fellowship. They may only be a coffee 
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Shared, but they are sins of semantics 
If corseted by embalmed words. 


Not all testimonials can be written. 


Raamesh Gowri Raghavan: I am a writer residing 
in Thane, India. I work as freelance copywriter. I have 
contributed to various anthologies. I have also published 
poems in many magazines and poetry anthologies. I was 
felicitated at Amaravati Poetic Prism 2016 for writing 
poems in 11 different languages. 
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THIS COOL EVENING 


This cool evening by the pruned lawn, 

by the bunch of grass, like stars in between 
popping up in meadows and fields, 

a step into the Nature opening up in you; 


some time for us, before destruction 

takes place, before your sickle and bag 

bent upon gathering, before we get stacked 

in your dry, parched pages of heart; grass wail; 


in the name of felling, weeding speedy, 
cleaning and deforestation, mind filled with 
heavy piled up clay and clutter, a move away; 
A Return to Un Nature Move, gnawing us ever! 
For me this cool evening turns 

Into an hour of questioning and qualm; 

Blue sky is a mute witness like me, 

Sudden showers—sort of questioning too! 


Some discarded plastic bags eked out 
thrown long ago, crumbled into corners; 
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Recycling might be in its slow pace 
when, only He knows and HE only knows. 


Radhamani Sarma: She is as student of Ethiraj college, 
Chennai. She specialized in the plays of W.H. Auden 
for her doctoral thesis from the University of Madras. 
She obtained PGDTE from CIEFL from Hyderabad. She 
served in Pachaiyappa’s college and is a retired professor 
of English with 31 years of teaching experience. She has 
published four books of poems and one book of short 
stories. She is widely published in various anthologies 
and is a reviewer and critic. pearlradhe.blogspot.in 


pearlradfhe.wordpressf.com 
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I DO, AND WILL MOURN 
FOR HIM 


One man died this evening. One more death 

at the place I call my own. Once more, no one 
informed me from there. I am not a part 

of the whole anymore, for them, 

I am no more their own. I’m dead for most parts 
of the year, until I return and reclaim 

the live status for a day or two, and then, 

once more, I slip into the realm of invisibility. 


He died and will be consigned to flames shortly, 
probably has been already. He had known me 
since my childhood. I, him, since his youth. 


He was a hero once, the golden youth with honeyed 
voice, 
sharp mind and alive to the fingertips. 


The story others thought him the hero of, 

he re-wrote. Canker ate “Apollo’s laurel bough”. 
He died wasted, not mourned by many. 

I do, and will mourn for him. 
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Rajnish Mishra: He is a poet, writer, translator and 
blogger born and brought up in Varanasi, India. He 
is the editor of PPP E-zine, a poetry e-zine. He has a 
blog on poetry, poetics and aesthetic pleasure: https:/ 
poetrypoeticspleasure.wordpress.com. 


BUTTERFLY 


Colours dazzle 
Delightful extravaganza 
Spring quips happily 
Sinful making of love. 


Flower’s fervent youth 
Fragrant romance 

Kiss on your lips 
Virgin eroticism. 


Soft touches of sun 

Burst of life 

Smell love around 

Blue calls forth. 

Spread my arms, flight of resonance 


You and me, fluttering wings, free butterfly. 
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Rajorshi Patranabis: He is a food consultant by 
profession. He is a bilingual poet. Crossover—love 
beyond eternity and Feriwala are his collections of 
English and Bengali poems, respectively. He is also a 
translator, translating Assamese poems into Bengali. 
He had been published in national and international 
magazines and anthologies. ‘Nirjon-SoikotLuit Hooghly’ 
is his latest translation project of Assamese and Bengali. 


A MODERN SLAVE 


I’m a symbol of the modern slavery 

A victim live of human trafficking; 

In the gospels of all religions, 

I’m a most venerable deity; 

But in the eyes of fellow human beings, 

My body is looked down upon as a commodity; 


I'ma girl, or a woman, age 

Does not matter for the sexual predators; 
Every time their prying eyes scan my body, 
A new writing is inscribed forever 

On the tender walls of my heart’s theatre; 


Time may come and time may go, 
But we have to face the discomfiture; 
A commodity is a commodity for all times, 


So what if on this earth, we are 
The creators of life and life’s originator! 
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How long will we face the ignominy, 

The tyranny and torture of kind worst? 

How many Good Samaritans we do need, 

To illuminate the mankind with angelic thrust? 


Rakesh Chandra: He is a retired civil servant. He is 
currently pursuing his Ph.D in Law from Lucknow 
University. He has got one collection of poems titled 
‘Moon is Black’ and also one collection of Hindi poems. 
His English poems have found place in different poetry 
journals and newspapers’ literary supplements. He has 
also authored two books on Law. 
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THE COVID QUESTION 


The sweeper on the street, the cop on the beat, 
The doc checking the pulse, the hassled and tired nurse, 
The journo breaking the news, even as chaos cuts loose. 


The ward boy, the cleaner, the cook, who don’t merit a 
second look, 


The driver, the delivery guy, the courier, 
Each one a Covid Warrior, 
Each one our selfless saviour. 


They are only doing their job, we reason, sitting in our 
haven 


While they live in pieces, we are happy in our Zen. 


Treated like pariahs in every place, they are denied their 
due in every space. 

The best among us feel a tug of sympathy, 

The worst, become a part of brutal mob frenzy. 


We forget the Warrior too has a family waiting out there, 
Ensnared in a wisp of hope and chunks of fear. 
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Even in this hour of viscous gloom, people and nations 
are fighting 

While the world turns dystopian, they are at windmills 
a tilting. 


As I see the savage apathy, spilling everywhere, 
There is a thought with you, I’d sure like to share. 


Do we as a species, really need to survive? 
Or just wither away, and gasping for breath, die. 


Before saving the world, from any bizarre virus 
We need to save the Earth, from You, Me & Us. 


Ramendra Kumar: Ramen is a writer by passion and 
a narcissist by obsession. He has 27 books to his name, 
almost as many awards and translations into several 
Indian and foreign languages. A popular storyteller and 
mentor he is working as Chief of Communications, 
Rourkela Steel Plant. He has a page devoted to him on 
Wikipedia and his website is www.ramendra.in 
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GHAZAL-1 


Let’s bring back the smiles and tears of our bygone days, 
My love—joy of a cool shower—the bygone days! 


The moonlight through the window, merging silhouettes, 
Silver mauve silence—a flower—the bygone days! 


A thousand ships sailed towards the sun, waves quivered, 
Heavens leaped high in the bower—the bygone days! 


You and IJ hand in hand in a long, long journey, 
Preserved are the scent and colour—the bygone days! 


At sunset we explore the beauty and wonder-- 
Memories—Ranjana, the feather—the bygone days! 
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Ranjana Sharan Sinha: Dr. Ranjana Sharan Sinha, a 
professor, author and critic, is a well-known voice in 
Indian Poetry in English. She has authored and published 
7 books in different genres and 50 research papers. Her 
poems, short stories, and research papers have been 
widely published in highly-acclaimed dailies, magazines, 
webzines, archives and journals, online and print as 
well. Her poems have been published in more than 15 
global anthologies. She is the recipient of a number of 
awards for her contribution to literature. She received 
a commendation from the former President of India, 
A.P.J. Abdul Kalam. Two of her poems are included in 
the university syllabus for M.A.(English). She lives in 
Nagpur, India. 
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YOU HAVE IT IN YOU 


Believe me dear, everything you have 
Like pearl in Oyster shell 

Everything is within your tiny self...!! 
Only belief lacking in you 

And the grave difference it makes! 
Don’t allow doubt to hack it 

That queasy one eyed skew 

Will Squeeze last drop from you! 

Let doubts gnash their teeth 

Practice goodness, weed out your fear 
Everything is within you dear 

World is good when you’re good 
Then why do you rant 

Why do you say you can’t 

Let me into a secret 

Lend me your gracious ear 


Goodness is within, have no fear 
Everything is in you dear... 
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Ra Sh (Ravi Shanker N): He has published three 
collections of poetry: Architecture of Flesh; The Bullet 
Train And Other Loaded Poems; Kintsugi by Hadni. He 
has also published individual poems in many national 
and international magazines. His poems have been 
translated into German and French. He has co-translated 
Sri Lankan Tamil poems in a collection, ‘Waking Is 
Another Dream’ and a collection of Malayalam Dalit 
stories, ‘Dont Want Caste’. He has also edited and 
translated a collection of 101 Malayalam poems, ‘How 
To Translate An Earthworm’. His collection of translated 
stories from Tamil, ‘chi Tree Monkey And Other Stories’ 
and a play, ‘Blind men Write’ are in the pipeline. 
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HIRAETH 


So near that you could reach out just with eyes 
An empty street, a fish market bustling in the alley 


A face from the past looks past the changing waters now 
muddy with monsoon slush 


The dolphins roll with the brown waves, a ro-ro ferry 
honks 


You are near, nearer than the bank where cycles wait for 
walking feet 


I am the mussel-scented breeze hanging around the 
quaint cafes 


where people in local attire sit around a Portuguese 
breakfast buffet 


Can you smell the ocean, hear the waves dash against the 
old red steam boiler? 


Look! The two puppies wag their little tails 
They can scent me in you 
In an obscure moment, this street was in my eyes too 
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Reena Prasad: She is a poet/writer from India, currently 
living in Sharjah (United Arab Emirates). Her poems 
have been published in several anthologies and journals, 
e.g., The Copperfield Review, First Literary Review- 
East, Angle Journal, Poetry Quarterly, Lakeview 
International Journal etc. She is also the Destiny Poets 
UK’s Poet of the year for 2014 and one of the editors of 
The Significant Anthology released in July 2015. More 
recently, she was adjudged second in the World Union 
Of Poet’s competition, 2016. She writes at Butterflies Of 
Time. 
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THE VISIT 


The souls seeking truth knock 

at the dilapidated door 

of the about-to-extinct 

shrine of knowledge: the library, 

for they are sick, and tired, 

aghast and saddened 

at the statements: shameless and manipulated, 
and share the plight of the helpless 
Loudspeakers: instruments of liars 

and self-declared politicians. 

The yellow pages, of long forgotten books, 
that lie confined behind the 

rarely opened doors of the cases; 

once out they will sing songs: old 

and true, and will kick away the 
fashionable facts: half-true, mostly false, 


abused and distorted... 
History knows it all! 


Ritika Ojha: I am a poet, residing at Dhanbad. I have 
contributed to one online anthology and one magazine 
so far. 
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OCEANS OF SAND 


(Blue Mesa Petrified Forest) 
alive 
suddenly 
without 
within 
sight upon breath 
blown over all vastness, 
so Close to the Earth, 


from 
all directions... 


breathing, 
nomadic Drift, 


settled 


lost in time... 
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petrified 
solo journey 
into this 
STONE RESERVOIR 


this YangYin of Balance... 


WELL-GAIT ENERGY CASTLES...BOUNDLESSLY 
CHRYSTALIZING INTO MORE OCEANS OF SAND 


Robert Feldman: Inspired by members of my hometown 
Paterson’s (New Jersey) literary tradition, most notably 
Allen Ginsberg and William Carlos Williams, I continue to 
write/publish/present my work (most recently “Hineni’, 
2018; “Sunflowers, Sutras, Wheatfields and other 
ArtPoems”, 2019), make fire paintings, and play tabla. 
The body of my writing and paintings can be accessed at 
https://sites.google.com/site/robertfeldman23/. 
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MADLY IN LOVE 


Many times I have said 

Over and over again through 

My honest and humble words 
That I am in love with the world! 


I am madly in love with life, 
The beauty of Mother Nature 
Presented to us in any form 
And reflected in all my poems! 


Created to the image 

Of the Almighty, I love 

The uniqueness of every 
Single and beautiful season! 
I love the rain in the Spring, 
The Summer’s burning heat, 
The soft snow of the Winter 
And so the colorful Fall! 
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Clearly I love everything 

And this is nothing but the truth 
But also more than anything, 

I am madly in love with you! 


Romeo della Valle: Born in a beautiful island named 
Quisqueya or Hispaniola and from Italian and Spanish 
parents and coming to America very young with a goal, 
mainly, to succeed in life and be happy. I am a man with 
a Vision and a clear mission: To spread my message of 
Love and Peace throughout the World and if my poetry 
can touch a single soul in the World, then I would gladly 
die leaving my clear footprints behind! 
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CLUED IN 


They were watching him for a while. 
So many informants you used to call friends. 
All with their own timelines and motives 


Previous arrests lead to new ones. 
Classic catch and release. 


The system is there 
to make sure you break down 


long before it does. 


Things could happen to your family, 
so you break. 


Give up names and places 
and times. 


They seem to know everything. 
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Building a working breathing chronology 
that comes back to you 
and never them. 


Ryan Quinn Flanagan: Ryan is a Canadian-born author 
residing in Elliot Lake, Ontario, Canada with his wife 
and many bears that rifle through his garbage. His work 
can be found both in print and online in such places as: 
Evergreen Review, The New York Quarterly, GloMag, 
The Poet Community, Red Fez, and The Oklahoma 
Review. 
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NO LONGER A CHILD 


Titley is no longer a baby 

Mom thinks her to be a child yet 

And the concept possessed by her dad too, 
When their daughter has grown up 

They do not know— 

That’s amazing to think but true. 


Days have passed rapidly well 

Without making them feel 

From the childish manner of the baby, 
From colourful school days to college end 
Grows up Titley but remains child 

In the eyes of mummy, daddy. 


She mixes with the friends, guys as well 
To some extent beyond the limit 

In her conservative family eye, 

She follows other mates 

And falls in love with a typical guy. 
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The ‘careless look’ gets careful to her 

That is simply beyond the limit 

And the taste culture and values— 

The discoloured jeans with colourful shirts. 
Mismatches with their daughter’s manner 
And he should be under her shoes. 


The restless air blows on 

Until Titley make them believe 

The time has changed enough, 

And as grown up she developed her own views 
Got the right to mix freely 

Till being someone’s better half. 


The parents gradually realise 

Her mom stands first beside 

And so happened with her daddy 
Titley is nearly a woman— 

Her growth reflects to every sphere, 
They should no more think her a baby. 


Saikat Gupta Majumdar: | am an amateur poet. I reside 
in Kolkata. I work in a private organisation in “Accounts 
Division’ My hobby is writing poems, rhymes, and 
captions both in English and Bengali. My English poems 
have got published in various online magazines so far. I 
have obtained certificate from one of them also. I wish to 
get established as a Poet. 
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SUMMER VACATION 


In the courtyards of a past vacation 
My beloved daughter, 

I could see your footsteps 

As if some petals of little roses 
That sprinkled in the naked floor. 
In the valleys of my mind, 

Your unclear words echoes 

Like jingling sound of anklet. 
When you are beside me, 

My love to you, is like a stream 
That make millions of 

White water droplets in the falls 
And fill the surrounds with mist and moist. 
Hey, my little cuckoo, 

There’s only a sunset is left 

To say bye to you, 

Though, let me fill my pallet 

With the colours of a splendid vacation 
And leave me to wave dreams 
Alone, on the branch of 

A yet another summer tree 
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Saleem Raza (Saleem Kattuchola): A freelance writer 
and painter from Kerala, India, working in Doha as 
Franchise General Manager. Writes short stories, poems 
and travelogues in various regional language magazines 
(Malayalam), periodicals with a pen name as ‘Saleem 
Kattuchola’, and used to write English poems and articles 
in International magazines and newspapers. 
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LIFE IN QUARANTINE 


Head thrown back, eyes staring at the ceiling 
Or, frequent trips inside— 
Texting or web surfing on the phone 


At times, indulging in habits: 
Like—picking at nails and foot-tapping, 
Or, shredding paper and bending paperclips 


Oh! The mind cycling through options 
of what to do and what not to! 


But finally Sprawled I 

on the wide couch, 

Which is next to my double folding-window 
While peeping through— 

the same chaos outside! 


Ah! nature pouts in sullenness— 

The morn light, bright not with flashing gold; 
Trees, with whining boughs, 

Nowhere the grand festival of mirth— 


GloMag August 2020 197 


Having a devil of a time though, 

Yet, enduring pain, with a show of strength— 
In the hope of better days, 

to have the time of cheerful life! 


Salman Khan: I am a poet of both Bengali and English 
language, residing in Bangladesh in Bogura district. 
By profession, a teacher of English language. I have 
contributed to various anthologies both nationally and 
internationally. 
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RAINBOW 


I was depressed, nothing to write 

And on top of it, 

The depressing downpour outside, 

The dull grey sky, the rumble of thunder 

And as the lightning flashed outside, 

And idea flashed into my mind, 

I picked up quill and parchment 

And began to write, 

And as I finished I saw, from the window 

As the rain stopped, the very subject of my piece, 
A beautiful, colourful, delighting RAINBOW... 
Glimmering amongst the sun-kissed clouds 

In the bright blue sky. 


Samixa Bajaj: I am a poet residing in Guwahati, India. 
Iam a student of Little Flower School, Guwahati. I am a 
regular contributor at GloMag. I have also had my work 
published in the school magazine. I have also published 
my musings on Wattpad and Mirakee under the username 


@potter_y. 
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ABSENCE 


The azure sky beckons with the intoxicating fragrance 
of nostalgia 


Drops of rain pelting on my cheeks, flowing past the 
nape of my neck, my curves, moistening my long brown 
tresses 


In the absence of a carefree, cheerful laughter, I smile in 
reminiscences of a long gone childhood 


No screaming, excited giggling children—only the shrill 
twitter of birds rushing back to their nests 


The rustle of leaves 


In absence of the swishing sounds of paper boats that 
would float in muddy streams 


Petals from gulmohar trees carried by the wind, stick to 
the glass window panes 


No scribbles or hand prints of tiny tots; the neat neat 
glass instead, flecked with the red 


Somewhere along my way, I lost my innocence, shoulders 
now weary of carrying the burden of experience 


Those glorious technicolour lenses of unbound freedom 
Bound in shackles, you don’t see... 

Grandpa’s bed time tales whisper through the silence 
Only there’s no Grandpa around! 
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I watch the memories of yesteryears collapse in a heap 
of absent graffiti 


I have been listening to the pitter patter of rain, all 
evening, weeping into crotchets of memory 

Awaiting the silent laughter, invisible paperboats and 
non-existent scribbles 

And Grandpa to arrive with his walking stick 

Only the recliner rocks in the mellow breeze 

Long after the rain has pitter-pattered away... 
Anabsence I still sense, acutely, in an invisible presence... 
I’m merely an observer—seeking to fill the absence 


In moments I fail to catch through the slides of fleeting 
time... 


Samrudhi Dash (INARA). I am a poet, novelist, editor 
and motivational speaker, currently residing in New 
Delhi, India. Along with contributions to over two dozen 
anthologies, international e-zines and magazines, I have 
published till date five solo poetry anthologies and three 
novels and conceptualised and edited four anthologies of 
different genres. I write under the pseudonym “Inara” and 
have completed my Masters in English literature from 
Jawaharlal Nehru University, New Delhi. My signature 
words are “Hope, Live, Believe”. I have recently 
published my third novel ‘Letters from A Stranger—A 
Life Changing Map’, a blend of a medical thriller with 
epistolary and philosophical underpinnings, which is 
now available as an e-book on Amazon Kindle. 
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MAP 


I do not find my country 

on any paper called map. 
Neither I ask my kids to draw it 
On any colored paper. 

I do not even travel miles 

For the holy dust of Vrindavan. 
Nor do I offer anything to God, 


arrested in cages called temple or mosque, shining on 
the map. 


Because , my country is not about 
Some lines & marks, perfectly drawn 
On a paper. 


I ask my kids to honor those bleeding feet 

Where cracks have drawn the lines Of the map. 

Those bleeding, barefeet, have written the saga of life, 
That crossed miles to win the battle of life. 

Dust ,that drifts with those travel sore feet 

Are as holy as the dust of Vrindavan. 
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I ask my children not to draw the map 


But to feel the country & carry her essence in their heart 
forever. 


I ask my children to pray for them 
So that they can cross the miles safely & reach homes. 
Homes, which are not even visible on that map. 


Perhaps the prayers of these 

little noble hearts will heal the wounds, 

The cracks, the blood oozing lines of those feet, 
That made the real Indian map. 


Sanhita Sinha: She is a native of Tripura, is a teacher, 
and a bilingual poet. Her poems have been published 
in different prestigious national and _ international 
anthologies, journals & magazines. Apart from writing, 
as an elocutionist and as an actor, she is actively engaged 
in cultural activities. Along with stage, she is a regular 
artiste of television and radio too. 
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THE LABORER WOMAN AT 
THE CONSTRUCTION SITE 


The gaunt woman at the construction site 

has the spunk, grit and resilience of weathering 

the tantrums of every season, the winter chill 

and the scorching summer sun, 

the howling rains, the growling refrain of the bosses, 
the heart-aching losses and the unbearable dearth. 


Painstakingly, she forages for happy tidbits 

from an unjust life on this topsy-turvy earth. 

Blundering through dark, dreary corridors of nightmares, 
she chances upon tiny chunks of miniscule mercies, 


ears calloused by a bone-jarring clangor of shattering 
dreams. 


Her child in the patchwork crib lisps out her name. 


She snaps awake from her thoughts, 

with one grimy, shirt sleeve, wipes the sweat from her 
brow, 

and races towards the crib to scoop up the child in her 
arms. 
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The sun breaks through a cloud canopy, 

to cover mother and child in an alluring sheen of gold 
as the mother lovingly takes him in her fold, 

and breaks into a lullaby. 


Santosh Bakaya: I am a poet, novelist, and essayist and 
Ted speaker, residing in Jaipur, India, working asa teacher. 
I have contributed to various anthologies and have also 
published novels and edited poetry/story anthologies. I 
have published a novel, ‘A Skyful of Balloons’. My latest 
book is a biography of Martin Luther King Jr (Only In 
Darkness Can You See The Stars). 


THE ADVENT OF A NEW DAWN: 


BEGINNING WITH KANHA 


In the darkness of the night, 
Spirituality will find its light 
Illuminating a soft glow 

But the process will be long and slow 


It’s glory will be intense, 

Grace will be immense 

It’s benefits will be forever 

Just like the beloved and the lover 
Cannot live without each other 

Neither will spirituality and mankind 
And when they sit together and unwind 


They will find what they were always looking for 
Then they will adore 

The connection they newly found 

Was always there protecting them all around. 
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Sara Bubber: She is a Senior M.Sc student of Human 
Development and Family Studies. She is fond of reading, 
especially Indian history, heritage and mythology. She 
is a Heartfulness meditator and her research interests 
also lie in spirituality. She is qualified to be an assistant 
professor. She participates in All India ESSAY writing 
competition of Shri Ram Chandra Mission every year 
and has won National rank 8 for the year 2019. Her 
favourite people are dogs, hers and others. All of them 
seem to love her very much. 
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I AM UGLY I KNOW BUT 
SEE MY INNER BEAUTY 


I know I am ugly with black spots all over 

I tried using some makeup 

But when my heart cried 

The mascara rolled down 

Making me uglier 

Can’t you see my inner beauty 

Or you only look at my outer beauty 

Take a deep dive into my heart and feel my true love for 
you i have kept for so long 

I will try to make amends 

If I have hurt you any way 

Come back and delve into my heart and feel my inner 
beauty which you never tried! 

I am in agony from the time you stopped seeing me 
leaving me to my destiny for all you care! 


Sarala Balachandran: I reside in Kolkata, West Bengal, 
with my family. My poems have been published in 
national and international anthologies. Iam a contributing 
poet for Different Truths. I write free verses. 


IF ONLY... 


If only we could see that life is made of tastes not tasks, 
we'd be more thankful 


If only we could hear the silences in nature, we’d discover 
that noise needn’t always be the only way to be heard 


If only we could feel the mighty earth in all its cosmic 
magnitude resonate in our deepest goodness, we’d see 
that we are children of strength 

If only we could smell the fragrance of jasmines and 
marigolds that emanate from the selfless garnish of a 
kind wok, we’d realise that the stench of moral decay 
can after all be forgotten 


If only we could touch the tender mist that engulfs the 
day’s beauty and within it conceals the promises of a 
cloudless sky, we’d know that hope is always veiled in a 
momentary illusion of suffering and life is always poised 
for the better. 
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Saranya Francis: She is a multilingual poet with 
published poems in English, Hindi, and Tamil. She is a 
social activist, freelance life skills and language trainer. 
She has to her credit two anthologies of poetry, titled 
‘Ambedo’ and ‘Being Purple’. Her poetry is featured in 
reputed anthologies. Saranya is the Secretary of ZAV 
Foundation, an NGO working for the cause of education 
and women empowerment. She has recently been 
conferred the Star Ambassador of World Poetry award at 
The World Poetry Conference 2019. 
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YEAH, YOU'RE ALWAYS 
RIGHT, BUT HOW WELL 
DO YOU AIM? 


I'll trade you a puddle of rain 
for a blanket of whitewash 


and hand you my last two cents 
for a broken clock 


Ill sing you a song in praise of the sun 
if you whisper back an echo 


and reason with the ghosts in your mind 
if you'll chase mine away 


I'll run to the edge of our love 
where you promised a fissure 

and fracture the parts of our whole 
to ensure you’re a prophet 
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I'll dance with the bones of star dust 
before the expansion point is triggered 


and wait near the calm of black holes 
until our next shot explodes 


Scott Thomas Outlar: I am an author residing in Atlanta, 
Georgia, USA. [have published six collections of poetry. 
More about my work can be found at 17Numa.com. 
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WINGS OF FLAME 


The dance of the flame 

On diaphanous membranes 
Paper thin veil of honor 

Test the ferocity of passion 
Restrain valiantly stands 
Unmoved on a bit of morality 
On a breakaway continent 
Inexorably slipping decorum 
The acquiescence inevitable 
The conflagration bright 

Of the Moth astride the fire 
Macarbe is the fascination 

Of wings wrapping the flames 
In one last primordial dance 
Gyrating to ashes again and again 


GloMag August 2020 213 


Seema K Jayaraman: She is poetess based out of 
Mumbai, India, and is a professional in the IT Banking 
domain. Her poems paint a vivid picture, colourfully 
presenting the myriad vibrancies of nature, at times stark 
depictions of human strife and tragedy. She writes both 
freestyle and rhyme-based verses, and she also enjoys 
writing haikus and tankas. Her debut book, Wings Of 
Rhapsody—A Dalliance Of Poems, was released in June 
2016. 
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MESMERISED FEELINGS 


Walking through the forests 

A beautiful figure passing through 
Seemingly white, but a translucent blue 
Is it a vision or a moonlit night 

Full of light 


The poet in me 

Seeking to ascertain 

The beauteousness of the scene 
Wherein charm and purity of thought 
Mingled as one 


Can we look through minds 
Siphoning a part of our thoughts 
The time has come 

To portray our innate feelings 


From the chasm of 
Wilfulness and complacency 
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Shobha Warrier: I am a poet residing in Chennai. I am 
a housewife. I have contributed to a few anthologies. I 
have also published poems and also one collection of a 
few poems written by me. 
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LOST SONG 


I struggled through the night and day, 
the stormy hours between. 

I prayed and cried, 

and tried and hummed 

to resurrect that tune. 


A phantom itch that can’t be touched, 

a snatch of song lay buried in my brain, 
rebelling, mocking, and refusing all relief, 
joyous of my agony that struggled 
through the music in my head! 


Maze-like it took me, song by song, 
beguiling till the end, 

seducing, leading me astray. 

Till she comes and hums a tune 
that puts my misery to rest. 


I laugh, rejoice and kiss her smile. 
But soon realise it’s just another turn. 
Twin tune, wrong song! Ghost-light in the fog! 


GloMag August 2020 217 


My soul embraces music like the sea 
A wave one day will bring the song I lost today. 


Shreekumar Varma: He is a poet, novelist, and 
playwright residing in Chennai, India. He is a writer. He 
has contributed to various anthologies. He has received 
the R. K. Narayan Award for Creative Writing. 
www.shreevarma.com 


https://en.m.wikipedia.org/wiki/Shreekumar_ Varma 
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THE CAGE 


With all your love, feelings and emotions 
You build a cage of gold 

Only to find that 

You are imprisoned there forever 

With no way to come out 

You just silently murmur 

Looking at the birds in the sky 

Hoping one day you will also come out and fly 
That is your world 

Where you smile and cry, enjoy and endure 
Suffer and relish without being concerned 
About what is happening 

To your immediate neighbour 

When you opted for a cage 

Never complain 

Follow the rules of the game, enjoy life there 
Never try to come out 

It is not that easy to come out and 

Breathe under the open sky 

With the sun and shower overhead. 
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Smruti Ranjan Mohanty: He is a multilingual poet, 
essayist and writer. His write-ups are published in 
newspapers and in various national and international 
magazines, journals and anthologies. He writes 
extensively on life and its intricacies. He is a featured 
poet of the PENTASI B World Friendship Poetry and Year 
of The Poet, U.S.A. His collection of poems ‘A LOOK 
AT LIFE, SOMETHING I LOOK AT, A LOOK, THE 
RIVULET, THINK ONCE MORE, THE JOURNEY, 
AU THARE, AU EKA GAPA, SROTASWINI, JATRA, 
are in the press. Website: smrutiweb. wordpress.com 


LEAVING LIFE—A 
MALAPROP 


You have to leave life 
to the foolest 

You have only won life 
why should eat 

go two waist ? 

Leave it with purpose 
and porpoise . 

The path is fraught 
with oops and downs. 
The dusty nation 

ease the ultimate goal . 
Forge ahead with 
single mind dead devotion. 
Dis tractions wood 

be a plaintiff. 

Aw] ale luring 
tempting you to spray. 
Never ever leave the bath 
in disarray. 

It is a voyage of 

disco very. 
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Ones you know 
the real eatery 
Truth! 

You achieve 
Nirvana. 

Sages and saints 
all err peaching 
the say aim! 


Sudeshna Mukherjee: Sudeshna Mukherjee’s poems 
deal with varied human nature. A keen observer, she 
chronicles the happenings around her and writes with 
a tinge of humour. ‘Meanderings of the Mind’ and 
‘Mélange’ are her published collections of poems. She 
loves ‘words’ and loves to play with them. 


YOU HEAL ME 


When I falter 

grope for means and ways to excel 

yet my unsteady steps lose foothold 

and it gets murkier 

your whisper... “winning a race is nothing to sigh for” 
puts me back on track to strive for better score 


When frets and fumes do rounds 

shove joy and happiness asunder 

your gesture and handholding 

propels my feeble being to embark on a new shore 
replete with nimble flutter and twitter 

When darkness intimidates light 

subtle hue of vermilion loses stance 

the horizon mourns silently 

fervently wishing for a bail out from the plight 
you devise modalities 

design choicest platter to heal my wounded self 
and I am all smiles 

brushing aside worrisome whiles and gory chapter. 
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Sujata Dash: I am a banker by profession, a singer and 
poet by passion. I have one published work to my credit. 
My anthology of poetry ‘More Than Mere—A Bunch Of 
Poems’ by Authors Press in 2014, says a lot about my 
admiration for nature and longing for the divine. I am a 
regular contributor to anthologies published nationwide 
and a few anthologies worldwide. 


THIS LIFE IS NOT MINE 


This is not my life 

I am here for the society 

Where I belong, 

Whenever needed 

I have to sacrifice. 

I might be in the soul of tree 

That needs care and protection 

Or my life would be at stake, 

I might be in the soul of river 

That should be neat and clean 

Or my existence will be in danger 

If I make it polluted, so I must awake. 

I may be in the soul of bird 

That is groaning for a drop of water 

Hence you, the poor human being 

Keep yourselves alive through your benevolent 
performance or 

You and your next generation will fall in impending 
danger. 

Hence should prepare myself to confront any situation 
that the earth or society 
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Demands from myself ever, 
For I should not only take from the society, 
It’s my responsibility too to play the role of a giver. 


Sujata Paul: She is a bilingual poetess belonging to 
Agartala presently. She is a teacher by profession but 
writing is her passion. She has published her solo poetry 
book ‘Whisper of My Souls’ and many of her poems and 
articles have been published in different national and 
international anthologies. Her second book ‘Sarang’, 
collection of poems has been published at International 
Conference of Multi-Disciplinary Research in Kolkata 
on 2nd March, 2019. Besides writing, she likes to travel 
and listen to music too. She wants to help the street 
orphans too. 


SILENCE 


Pin drop silence 
No quarrel, no harsh sound, 
As if peace all around. 


We two become so unusual modest 
For quarrel and fight 
Actually there is no ground. 


Is that silence 
Is that serene peace 
What we consider as Supreme Bliss. 


Nay! Some silence tortures 
Some silences are like condensed cloud 
That waits for rain but doesn’t make any noise loud. 


In human mind 

It’s like haemorrhage of brain 
That can’t be seen apparently 
But makes a human insane. 
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You can recover the scars that are seen, 
But what kills you slowly 

Day by day, years by years, 

Like unbeknown sin? 


Sumana Bhattacharjee: She is a bilingual poetry writer 
from India. She is born and brought up in city Kolkata 
in a family of teachers. She has done Master degree in 
English Literature and Hons in Bengali literature. She is 
a published poet and her poems have been published in 
more than twenty national and international anthologies, 
magazines and blogs. She is the founder of an online 
poetry group and a member of World Union Of poets. 
She is very passionate about poetry and she thinks poetry 
is the best way to express one’s thoughts. 


LOVE IN RHAPSODY 


Dawning Sun adored blushing Sky— 
Pastel blues and bronze swirled alight. 
Older Day, tribulations swamped, 

muddled the colours white. 

Midday Air sweltered, whipped 

Minds and contused bodies taut. 

Purple lacerated and blood stained 
Firmament numb, Day smothered Sun. 

Sky screamed inflamed black and blue, 

but blinkered man ploughed on. 

Carrying boulders of knotted muscles, 

He cleaved to all-encompassing Love. 

Fiery nurturer, she wished to succour all 
But strictures twisted her splendid form. 

A new Sun begets a new Day; 

Will Day love today? Sky shall paint 

In ecstasy and Breeze dance in symphony. 
Let Humanity bloom sans judgement, thrive 
In Nature’s bounty. Let each love themselves, 
Celebrate, and honour their individuality. 
Let them search within and find splendour— 
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Treasure trove worthy of Nature’s progeny. 
When Day ensconces Sun abed with Night 
Let Love rhapsodise Earth with joyous life. 


Sumita Dutta: I am a poet and author residing in 
Chennai, India. I work as an editor and publisher. I have 
contributed to various online and print anthologies. 
I have also published a novel. My publishing house, 
Adisakrit, publishes fiction and nonfiction and is now 
ten books old. 


JUNE SUN 


“The dry rivers are 
Desiccated in agony 

How rude the June Sun is!” 
Said the fish to the turtle. 


But the cocky crabs trotting 

Reveling on their sandy beds 

They whispered to their mates 

“The June Sun is so warm and mirthful.” 


The crocs crouching under the rocks 
Drooling eagerly to dupe the thirsty think 
“The June Sun is mighty and dreadful 
When will the August showers come?” 
But the clever shrimps 

Swimming away to the gorgeous lakes 
Clap for the June Sun and exclaim, 

“You did well to scorch the green trees 


7? 


They don’t share their flowers and fruits with us 
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Sumitra Mishra: Major Dr. Mrs. Sumitra Mishra 
is a Professor of English who retired as the Principal, 
Government Women’s College, Sambalpur, Odisha. She 
has also worked as an Associate N.C.C. Officer in the 
Girls’ Wing. She is a life member of the Odisha Lekhika 
Sansad and the Sub-editor of a magazine titled “Smruti 
Santwona”. Her poems and short stories in both English 
and Odia are widely published in literary magazines 
and e-zines. To her credit she has twelve published 
books; four collections of poetry in English. She lives in 
Bhubaneswar with her family. 


4 LIMERICKS 


1, 

There was a man named Edward Lear, 
who thought unrhymed verse not so dear. 
So he made the rhyme click 

and called it a limerick 

which the world loved, it was clear. 


De 

Once there lived a woman called Daisy, 
beaten by her husband, drunk and lazy. 
Giving her husband the slip 

with a sailor on a ship 

she sailed away quite hazy. 


Re 

First, there was a man called Adam. 
Along came Eve; became his madam. 
For eating the forbidden fruit, 

from Eden were given the boot 

just why they never could fathom. 
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4, 

A dandy wearing fancy shirting 

was caught drinking and flirting. 
His wife gave him the bit 

and now he can’t even sit 

for his bottom till today is a hurting. 


Sunil Kaushal: I am a poet-writer residing in Pune, 
India. I am a retired gynecologist now working as a 
writer having contributed to more than 25 National and 
International anthologies. I have published my memoirs 
recently. Besides several other awards over the years, I 
was awarded the Literoma Women Achiever’s Award, 
2019. 


FLIGHTS IN TIME OF 
CORONA 


Grounded. 

The child stares out of the barred window of the house, 
mid-air, 

in a vertical column of concrete-n-glass, 
Malad, Mumbai, due to the COVID-19 and 
its global scare. The kid 

wants to move out but 

cannot; the fear is 

real; threat is out there. The innocent 

eyes look out at the expanse blue, where 
birds fly in flocks, large-n-big, describing 
circles in the vault, now fully visible! 


Alone, bored, she watches the birds 

free, reclaiming the earth and sky. Rivers 

are pure, streets, quiet. Song of the koel, heard 
first time. 


Late one afternoon, April bright, the kid wishes for wings 
and surprisingly, gets the fresh ones, to soar in the sky 
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and daily, afterwards, flies out, on tiny wings, 
over the cleaner mega city of towers; 
the sweet flights in 


the heavens, sheer delight, despite 
curfew and the ongoing lockdown! 


Sunil Sharma: He is a senior academic and author- 
critic-poet--freelance journalist, is from suburban 
Mumbai, India. He has published 22 books so far, some 
solo and some joint, on prose, poetry and criticism. He 
edits the monthly, bilingual Setu: http://www.setumag. 
com/p/setu-home.html 

For more details of publications, please visit the link 
below: 


http://www.drsunilsharma.blogspot.in/ 


RIVERS 


There are rivers of all kinds 
some are muddy and yellow 
some have dark waters 
some are light green 

where fishes live unseen 
some are blue 

like the sky 

but 

some are colourless 

their pebbles shine 

like gems in the sunlight 
they look ordinary 

but in that they hide 

their waters, Sakha 

are not for everyone 

those that venture deep 
drink 

and know that it is pure 
and know that it is sweet. 
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Sunita Singh: I am a poet, writer and a storyteller, 
residing in New Delhi, India. I have contributed to 
various anthologies and e-zines. I was also one of the 
editors of a women’s magazine. 


LET ME... (SERIES #2) 


(Septon 2-9) 
let me stay with you side by side 
along the crashing waves, we shall glide 


let me guide you through the deepest deep 
from the blues of aloneness, you shouldn’t keep 


let me show you the vague clear water to roam 
with joy and hope that welcomes you home 


let me stop the rage of the days current 
to pave you the smoothen ways without lament 


let me thrust out the burden and pain 
and no falling back to every thought of refrain 


let me offer the wonders of future domain 
all from heavens lightness with no disdain 


let me tender you the crown of ocean wreath 
in the devotion of my life till my day of death 
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let me be with you so close to breathe your air 
share the sweetness of hope to render with care 


let me lead you to live a life full of love 
in gracious blessings from the almighty above 


Suzette Portes San Jose: She was born and raised in 
Cebu City, Philippines. She was born with a passion 
for writing and living in her art forms. She now has 
joined 23 book anthologies internationally. She is also 
a recipient of multiple awards for her ART works and 
Literary works. She also founded her own Poetry Group 
of artists and poets writing Ekphrastic Poetry. She is also 
a founder of Artist Kids charity project all for free. She 
is also a Publisher and is now publishing her own book 
along with other book anthologies of her group. 


BLUE 


A blue day, a blue sky, blue and lonely thoughts. 

She missed his sparkling, blue eyes and the way he 
looked at her 

as she was the most beautiful woman he ever had seen. 


She missed how his voice turned soft when he whispered 
her name 


She missed romance and warm embraces. 
The blue day turned into night. 
One Year had passed since he left her, left life... 


She felt sad and abandoned, almost unprotected and 
skinless. 


She stared at the starry night, wiped away tear from the 
corner of her eyes 


One day they will meet again, she thought 
Somewhere over the rainbow. 

Their love will continue to exist, from here to eternity 
Forever! 
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Svanhild Levli: She isa bilingual poetess, currently living 
in Gjovik, NORWAY. She is an avid photographer and 
loves to draw. She is concerned with nature conservation, 
women’s rights and family life. She regularly publishes 
in GloMag. She contributed in “Voice of Aspirants”, 
Poetry Planet, and Galaktika Poetike Atunis Magazine. 
She is admin in Global Literary Society. She is member 
of several poetry groups. 


A LETTER TO A FALLING 
LEAF 


Your moribund lasciviousness can’t incite my day. 

Though, I’m neither dead nor buried under the soil. 
But, waiting to choose my new emotional sluiceway 
That might free myself from this unwanted turmoil. 


Inhumanity can offer nothing for me, but a gloomy day. 
It would have been more brilliant, if it were foretold. 
But, like a falling leaf you won’t get your trodden way, 
And some unmanifested one is waiting to replace the old. 


Someday, the new greens will compete to sooth the eyes 
Of their new viewer; and their rebellious lasciviousness 
Would wait to assimilate new rays from sunset to sunrise, 


And to beautify themselves with new colour and new 
grace. 


Then your shrunken eyes will watch the colourful wood. 


And the new viewer; whom you have been parted for 
good. 
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Swapan Kumar Rakshit: He is an Indian poet who 
lives in Bankura, West Bengal. He teaches physics for 
his professional needs. However, he prefers to write 
poems, especially sonnets. He wants to be acquainted 
with the universal mind through poetry. 


ALL WILL BE FINE! 


Crave for the horizon with unwavering gaze 
Distant it remains unfazed of my yells 

No chance to rid of the spells 

But, all will be fine! 


Drenched nights see no dawn 

My precious part has unrelentingly gone 
Rain, pain and incessant yawn 

But, all will be fine! 


Fear, hunger, exodus and deceit 

Dreams and hopes take retreat 

Duties and Humanity face defeat 

But, all will be fine! 

Journeys of pain, shackles of bane 
Thousand miles cycling by Jyoti Jane 
Thousand miles shouldering by aging son 
Thousand miles drafting by glum outdone 
Perils all over but all will be fine! 
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Tribhu Nath Dubey: Associate Professor in Sociology 
& Secretary of Rajasthan Sociological Association is 
a bilingual poet. His poems feature in various literary 
magazines and he has been felicitated as ‘Poet of the 
Month’ by the Online Literary Group ‘POEMarium’. 
Poetry to him is an essential means of catharsis. 


TRUTH DEBRIS 


You sought me in those coiffured strands 
With extra sheen 

I lay in roughed up tousled hair 

The grimy scalp unnoticed 


Charmed by those enameled pearly teeth 
My secrets safe un-flossed and uncapped 
You waxed eloquent about my prose 
Heaped praise on its meter and form 


But my truth debris rested 

In your every breath 

That lingered on my every verse 
And then found its way to backspace 
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Vandana Kumar: She is a bon vivant and a middle 
school French teacher in New Delhi and an active 
member of various quiz clubs; her passions include 
playing the piano, travelling, and working with young 
minds and exploring possibilities beyond the ordinary. 
She contributes poems regularly to online publications 
and has also been published in international journals 
as well as in poetry websites. One of her poems was 
shortlisted and published by the ‘AIl India Poetry 
Society’ (All India 2017 poetry competition). Poetry for 
her is her stress buster, her flight of fancy and strangely, 
what keeps her rooted too. 


MIRAGE 


We are always hypnotized by illusions 
Like a thirsty tired fellow 

Misguided by the false optical reflections of water 
Running fast like a stupid child 

To quench his desires 

But Ahhh! 

Becomes sad by the cruel play of nature 
Oscillation between the paths of life 
Happiness and sadness are two points 
Sometimes we ambush false happiness 
False hope, false smiles, false trust 
Such mirages give us only pain! 

Life is itself a Mirage..... 

We know we die but 

Hypnotized again and again by 

This Maya 


How foolish we are 
Isn’t it!!! 
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Varsha Saran: I am a homemaker, but by passion, 
I am a bilingual poet and story writer. I did my post- 
graduation from Ch Charan Sing University, Meerut. My 
many poems and stories have been published in different 
international and national anthologies, magazines, 
e-zines, and newspapers. I have received many awards 
for my writing. 


PARASMAI JYOTISH OR 
SUPREME LIGHT 


Vibhavasu, a glow of orange, in setting for the night 
Wrote a lyrical verse across an azure slate 

A romantic narrative of a long tiring day well done. 
As the poetic bliss etched its ethereal calm 

In letters of magnificent fuchsia 

And the idyllic heavens rippling with mackerel clouds 
Displayed splendorous strokes of an artist’s brush 

I watched the cerulean celebration from my terrace top 
And lounged in the warmth of the cosmic blush 

That hung about the universe till darkness came a-calling. 
But it was not gone, the light did not set with the sun 
For, there I was, the moon 

Ensconced against the secure shoulders 

Of my Ghanashyamasundara 

Absorbing the brilliance of the eternal light— 

I was sunshine now, the comforting luminescence 
And upon my mundane living, I cast the light 

Of radiant poetry resplendent with love divine— 
Parasmai Jyotish! 
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*Vibhavasu: Sun 
*Ghanashyamasundara: the One who is beautiful 
like the dark sky 


Vidya Shankar: A poet, writer, blogger, motivational 
speaker, mindfulness practitioner, and yoga enthusiast, 
residing in Chennai, India, I have been in ELT for more 
than two decades. I have been contributing articles to an 
international newspaper column as well as poetry and 
stories to anthologies and literary platforms. Myself a 
‘book’ with the Human Library, I am winner of literary 
awards, been on the editorial of three publications, and 
have published two books of poems, one, a coffee table 
book in collaboration with my husband and the other, to 
create awareness about mental health. 


WAITING-2, 3, 4. 


Gasping for breath in New Delhi, you try to laugh 
At your sneeze trapped in a snapshot 
In someone else’s gilded wedding album: 


The couple grinning from ear to ear, as if they had 
Won the lottery by mistake 
Are now emotionally detached, in different cities, 


Leading interesting lives with invisible lovers, 
Their children inhaling the fresh air of Ooty— 
We keep running into each other, uninsured, 


At strange places like this monument to the unknown 
garbage: 

Are we waiting for our favourite God to wake up 

Or worse, for the final, expensive, diagnosis? 


Your smile smoothes out the wrinkles from my face, 
What you see is a part of you in me: 
I wait for words while the wind holds its breath. 
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Vijay Nair: I retired as an Associate Professor of 
English and I have contributed to various national and 
international anthologies. I was awarded the Reuel 
International Prize for Writing & Literature in the year 
2016. I was the ‘Critic of the Year’ in 2016, 2017 & 2018 
at Destiny Poets, UK and was also adjudged the ‘Poet of 
the Year’ in 2018 by the same poetry group. 


PASSION FRUIT 


There was this vine climbing 
The arched grill at the 

College entrance 

Bright green leaves 

Strange purple flowers 

And someone remarked 

Those are passion flowers 

I looked at it askance 

What else can you call one 
With a thousand stamens? 

For lust it symbolises 

And like Indra who was cursed 
With a thousand yonis for seducing 
Ahalya, the unploughed one 
Who too was cursed to stone 
Frozen till redeemed by a touch 
A touch by the Purushothaman, the perfect man, 
Were you too cursed? 

Or is it your celebration of life? 
For only man can curse 

Or vilify passion 
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And its fruits 

In public 

As he worships the same 
In secret. 


Vineetha Mekkoth: She is a poet, writer, translator 
and editor from Calicut, Kerala. She works as Assistant 
State Tax Officer in the State GST Department. She has 
been translating for the Kerala Sahitya Academy since 
2014 and has also contributed articles for the Malayalam 
Literary Survey, a quarterly brought out by the academy. 
She has published poems and short stories in various 
anthologies. She is co-editor of two anthologies. Her 
debut poetry collection ‘Ashtavakra and Other Poems’ 
was published in August 2017 which is available on 
Amazon. 


LIVING LIKE AN 
AFTERNOON 


I wish I could live like a summer afternoon—finding my 
way slowly through the silence and calmness, containing 
warmth and light in my heart, cradling lassitude in my 
lap. I wish I could not notice the slow cadence of my 
days. I wish I could come to an evening surreptitiously 
and get dissolved like a sunset hue. 


Vivek Nath Mishra: My short stories have appeared in 
The Hindu, Queen Mob’s Teahouse, Muse India, The 
Criterion Journal, Cafe Dissensus, Setu, Spillwords, 
Literary Yard, Indian Ruminations, Prachya Review, 
Indus Women Writing, and on many other platforms. 
Some of my stories are forthcoming in Indian Literature, 
Adelaide literary magazine and The Punch Magazine. 
My debut book is ‘Birdsongs of Love and Despair’ 
published by Hawakal. I hereby certify that I have read 
the guidelines and the material is original. 
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SONNET 110 


I am all the characters from literature 

That you have read, have been in love with 

I am Darcy by Austen, the hero misunderstood 
I am Paris by Homer, the timid lover with lust 
I am Romeo by Shakespeare, to be your glove 
Worn on the hand never to be taken off 

I am Hamlet, with love ardent for poor Ophelia 
Forty thousand brothers with all their love 
Cannot match my love for your pilgrim soul 
Iam Maznu, the lovelorn heart from folklore 
Kissing the walls of your city that sees you so 
I am all the love you were destined to receive 
With a decree of heaven, far from us to know 
Love, know what love has the power to show. 


Zulfiqar Parvez: He is the Head of Academic Affairs 
cum English Language Teacher at Tanzimul Ummah 
International Tahfiz School, Dhaka. He has done his 
Honours and Masters in English Language and Literature 
from the University of Rajshahi. 


